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HER MAFIA VALENTINE 


Curves and a crush, it’s a recipe for trouble when college girl 
Chloe can’t help but do all she can to put herself in front of 
older guy and underground mobster, Mickey Valentine. Her 
dad, Hudson does his taxes, but she’s calculating more than 
that happening between them both. 


The problem? Dad’s also a hitman for the mob and doesn’t 
like the idea of his only daughter mixing business with 
pleasure. 


Can Mickey really have her? Or is Hudson on an all- out 
mission to bring down not only Mickey Valentine, but the 
entire Family itself? 


*Her Mafia Valentine is a SHORT insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Mickey 


| only get one carbs day a week, when | cheat on this stupid 
keto thing. | like my Pasta but without surprises. A long term 
employee suddenly absent from a mob run restaurant? My 
experience, my gut tells me I| don’t like it. 


“Where's Denise? She sick?” | ask Giorgio. He runs the place, 
/ pay for it. Penance for my sins. A reminder from my family. 


“Dunno boss,” he says, giving a nervous shrug before 
refilling my mineral water. “All | know is Denise wasn’t here 
or at home, | called the agency to get someone else and 
here she is. She’s pretty, eh?” Giorgio gives me a knowing 
wink as he nods his head towards the curvy blond. 


“Who is she?” | hear myself asking. She’s beautiful. | tell 
myself as | look at her, transfixed. Giorgio needs his fucking 
eyes checked. She’s not pretty... 


She’s perfect. 


“Chloe. Chloe...” Giorgio drifts off, trying to remember her 
last name. | check her form out from behind as she bends 
over to pick up a dropped fork. | feel myself moving inside 
my pants, a feeling | haven’t had for a very long time. Not at 
Giorgio’s anyway. 

“| don’t like it,” | say, focusing on my other instincts. “An 
agency waitress? Stinks like last week’s marinara sauce. And 
she just happened to appear, right after Denise is a no 
show?” 


The perfect female doesn’t just present herself as a waitress. 
Not in a mob restaurant. Not in this neighborhood. It sets me 


on my guard. I’m taken by her looks, but | Know too good to 
be true when | see it. 


“Take it easy boss.” Giorgio says, lowering his own voice, 
hoping l'Il do the same. | own the place, sure, but it’s a legit 
front. A real business. I’m not supposed to scare off the 
customers and there’s no guns allowed. 


| suck air in between my teeth. “I’m just sayin’ | don’t like it 
is all,” | growl low, giving Giorgio a dark look to remind him 
who’s really the boss. My second brain, in my pants is telling 
me a different story. 


“Mickey Mr. Valentine!” He gushes, giving me his best Papa 
Giuseppe to restore my faith, “I use agency waitresses all 
the time. Well. In my last place anyway. Everything’s fine! 
Let me get your order. The usual?” 


“No.” | say sharply, adjusting myself under the table. “Let 
the agency girl serve me, | want to sniff her out.” 


Amongst other things. 


Giorgio gives me a sly wink. | wonder why I put up with him, 
with this place. Why I keep torturing myself. | get lost in the 
memory again. | try to fight it, but it’s too late. The same 
restaurant, almost twenty years ago. 


Christ. I’m even at the same table. 


Ricky. My baby brother. | can’t bring myself to say his name 
out loud, but the restaurant, the table. Thursday, it’s etched 
like ink in my mind. The harder | scrub at it, the more it 
itches, burning like it did all those years ago. 


You have to look out for your brother, Mickey. Family is more 
important than anything, more than your own life. 


| was young and stupid, but Ricky was younger and way 
more stupid. Reckless. Out of control. 


| can see agency girl coming over, her blue eyes have 
caught mine, lighting up with recognition; but I’m still 


trapped in the past, struggling out of the wreck. 


I'd shot at a few men, stabbed one by that time, but never 
strangled one. That drunk bastard, running a red light, | 
wanted to make his end slow. Pliers and blowtorch slow; but 
it was Ricky’s face staring back up at me by the time I got 
my hands around his scrawny neck. 


| couldn’t let him bear it. He was too young for jail. Too soft 
for what would be coming from our Father. | put him in the 
wreck that was my car, next to the man he’d killed, who | 
moved over to the driver’s side. Then | lay in his car until the 
cops came. 

All my fault, my greatest shame borne by the whole family. 
My own brother. 

How could | do that to him? 

| got four years. Ricky got a limp and a beach house. 


Family is more important than anything, more than your 
own life. 


And I'd do it the same all over, in a heartbeat. That’s the 
family way. It’s my way. 

“Mr. Valentine?” 

“Who wants to know?” | bark, the reflex bringing me from a 
very painful and distant past, back into the light that’s her 
eyes. The glow that’s her skin. | feel the warmth of her and 
want to reach out for her, without even knowing why. 

“Oh! I’m sorry...” Her brow darkens, creases giving her an 
almost fierce look. 

“It’s alright.” | say softly, “I was just daydreaming. A million 
miles away.” 


| almost want to tell her it’s why | own the place, why | haul 
my sorry ass here most Thursday’s. But | figure what’s the 


use? The past is the past, and for the first time in years, the 
future is looking a whole lot brighter with her suddenly in it. 


“You don’t remember me, do you?” she asks, those blue eyes 
searching mine. Almost a little hurt | don’t recognize her. 


My smile stretches as | pretend to think. | only want to look 
over her body again though. To double check it’s everything 
it was from across the room a few moments ago and to touch 
her somehow. 


Hell. | need to touch her. 


But that’s not polite. l'II wait until she’s walking away, then 
l'II see if my dick twitches again. l'Il see if the feeling 
changes once she’s gone. 


A girl with a proper chest and hips too. That knows how to 
move them. That’s what I like, and this girl has all that and 
more. 


“It’s me!” she says, her brow exploding to life again, 
restoring a bright and cheerful face, framed by blond bangs. 
Round cheeks, dimples, and those eyes. Like a cherub that’s 
got a dirty secret. 


“Chloe Cartern ” she says matter of fact, her hand shooting 
out like a pinball flipper. 


“Hudson Carter’s daughter...” she continues, placing her soft 
hand in mine and pumping it, with extraordinary effect on 
my waning hardness. 


Like a fucking jack, her hand puts an edge back into my 
pants. The touch of her is like an electric current, traveling 
straight through my heart and down to my crotch. 


Her eyes widen in excitement as I’m convinced she’s feeling 
the same thing. The black over blue on her eyes gets bigger, 
as her smile widens with a mischievous grin that speaks of 
her own sudden arousal. | make no effort to stop the magic 
that’s happening, until it hits me. 


“Hudson Carter's kid.” 
Holy fuckin shit. 


Hudson Carter is a contract man. He’s the best. | set up a job 
for him just yesterday. Man is a fucking psychopath. 


He has a fucking daughter? 


| have to tread very carefully... But | definitely have to make 
her mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Chloe 


Mickey Valentine isn’t an easy man to get close to. He 
doesn’t make appointments, not one's anybody would want 
anyway. I’d maxed out a couple of cards, plus | dipped into, 
okay destroyed my savings, but | managed to convince 
Denise, the waitress at Giorgio’s; that her life as a waitress 
there was over. And that | would take her place. 


“You're playing with fire, girl.” Is all Denise said before | left, 
counting the wad of cash. Her own bag packed next to her 
feet as she waited for her cab. She knew the deal was 
permanent, leaving town, the whole bit. 


| need a fucking job now, to repay all of this. | sure hope | 
can pick up some extra shifts. Daddy would be mad if he 
knew... But l'Il make sure he doesn't find out. 


But Mickey Valentine though, whoa! He’s so worth it. Even to 
just get close enough to meet him again. | wouldn’t say I’m 
psychic or anything, but | do believe in destiny. | know he’s a 
little older, but | also Know how | feel when | think about 
him. How it feels to think of him touching me. 
He glanced at me once, and | just knew. He was saying 
goodbye to my dad in our driveway, before | went away to 
college. There was just something in me that clicked. | knew 
then, as | know now, Mickey Valentine and Chloe Carter. We 
were made for each other. Soul mates. | can just feel it. 

KKK 


He’s not feeling it. 
Why isn’t he looking at me? 


This Giorgio guy’s a creep and my feet are fucking killing 
me. How the fuck does anybody do this for money? 


| can see Mickey Valentine, but | may as well be made of 
glass. He looks straight through me like I’m not even there. 
I’ve put up with Giorgio leering at me since | blew in, making 
sure Denise left my number in place of the regular agency in 
Giorgio’s rolodex. I’ve put a lot of effort into this so far 
though and I’m not quitting now. 


“You're up kid.” Giorgio finally says, coming over to me and 
taking me aside. 


“Now, remember. This is Mickey fucking Valentine, okay. 
Don’t ask him stupid questions and whatever you do, don’t 
interrupt him, speak over him or touch him. Definitely no 
touching! He’s a very important man, Chloe. Not someone 
you want to get on the wrong side of, Capisce?” 


I’m already walking away, my heart’s racing as | start my run 
up. He looks sad, brooding. His huge shoulders seem to be 
holding something else up, apart from his V-shaped torso. 
Whatever it is, | Know I can help him, make him feel better. 


Why isn’t he looking at me? 


| feel a sudden stabbing in my chest. What if he doesn’t like 
curvy girls? What if he only likes those stick thin, thigh gap 
chicks? 


Nah. Mickey Valentine is a gentleman. He’d know what 
makes a real woman, and | can’t wait to have him show me. 
I’ve never seen him with a woman, but I’ve spent the past 
four years away at college. Every holiday it was always 
something else coming up, and I never got to see him. Only 
in the papers. 


He’s very photogenic. 


His strong, chiseled jaw and brooding eyes. They seemed to 
smolder right off the page whenever I saw an article with 
him in it. | wanted to do my thesis for law on his family, but 


daddy gave me a firm NO when | asked him some 
preliminary questions when | was drafting it. 


I’m shaking, I’m actually shaking. | need to pee. | wish I’d 
peed. 


| can hear myself saying something, he looks mad, but then 
before | know it, he’s holding my hand and | feel something 
I've never felt before. | get a tingling straight up my arm. It’s 
like his whole hand’s running itself all over my body, right 
on the places that make me hot, then diving deeper into my 
panties. | feel warmth all inside me, all from just touching his 
hand. 


Just when things are going great, | mention my dad and his 
face goes all funny. Like | said the worst thing in the world. | 
thought he liked my dad? Daddy said they did business 
together sometimes. Daddy’s a tax agent; said he helped Mr. 
Valentine with his income taxes. 


Before | know it, that sleaze Giorgio’s all up in my shit, 
shooing me away to the kitchen. He gives me such a dark 
look before the kitchen door swings shut; and I catch a 
segmented view of Mickey as the door swings to a complete 
close. 


| take in every split second of him. His face looks sad again, 
like he’s carrying the weight of the world. The cook, Nico, 
shouts an order and | screw my face up. | had no idea being 
a waitress would involve so much waitressing. It doesn’t 
leave much time for anything else. 


| somehow avoid tipping primavera all over table eight, 
which is on the opposite side of the restaurant, so | also miss 
seeing Mickey again. Before | can head back out to his table, 
Giorgio herds me toward the kitchen, pushing a fifty dollar 
bill into my hand. 


“Thank you, miss perfect agency girl. That will be all 
tonight! And every other night!” 


| narrow my eyes, my face is a question mark. 


“You're through! Fired! What did | tell you? | told you who 
that was out there, and what did you do? Huh? You made a 
complete fucking fool out of me, that’s what you did!” 


| open my mouth to say something, but | can’t get a word in. 
Giorgio’s hands are like windmills, I've never seen anyone so 
worked up. He’s turning a scary gray color, then starts 
clutching at his chest, gasping for air that he’s not getting. 


Nico drops a pan, then pushes me out of the way. 
“Call 911! Call 911!” 


CHAPTER 3 


Mickey 


“We don’t call 911,” | say calmly, pressing down the receiver 
on the wall phone, deliberately touching her hand again as | 
take the phone before hanging it up. 


It’s not my imagination. 
I’m getting a charge off this girl like nothing else. It’s like the 


fourth of July just standing next to her. When | actually 
touch her, it’s hard to focus on anything but her. 


Nico means well, but yelling and screaming won't do. We 
don’t call 911. We don’t scream and shout. It isn’t the way | 
like things dealt with. 


| lift him out of the way as if he’s a child, fishing in Giorgio's 
top pocket for his heart pills. The back door of the kitchen 
bursts open. 


My boys. 
“Alright boss?” 


| tilt my head in the affirmative. They relax, moving by 
instinct to secure the kitchen doorway and the entrance to 
the restaurant. | don’t carry in the restaurant, but I’m not 
dumb enough to walk around unprotected either. 


There’s a lot of people who would be glad to see me hurt, or 
worse. Fortunately, Chloe Carter isn’t one of them. | can see 
her making eyes at me, impressed by my cool and calm grip 
on the situation. 


“Oh. Mr. Valentine. You saved his life.” she gushes, clutching 
her hands to her ample chest, which | admire further as | 
bathe in her attention. Giorgio’s fine. It happens from time 


to time. If he gets real worked up, and doesn’t reach his pills 
in time. 

| help him up, setting him in a chair, Nico figuring out how to 
do something useful and bringing a glass of water. 


“Now, what’s brought all this on,” | ask, pulling up a stool 
and leaning over as | sit. Giorgio narrows his eyes to slits, 
scowling at Chloe. 


| shoot her a glance, but she’s still staring at me with the 
same longing look. | know I’m not imagining this. This is 
really happening. 


It’s like all these years, I’ve been coming here, waiting for 
her to show up; it’s like destiny. 


| wonder if she believes in destiny. 


“She’s fired!” Giorgio spits, getting some color back in his 
face, asking Nico for a real drink. 


| frown, raising my brows before | look over to Chloe again, 
cueing her for her version. 


“I only wanted to introduce myself to you.” she says, her 
eyes misting over and her lower lip starting to tremble. 


Giorgio hisses, then snatches the shot glass from Nico, who 
takes it upon himself to resume his dinner service alone, 
which he manages better than his first aid. 


“She didn’t do what she was told, Mr. Valentine! | told 
her...!” 


“You told her what?” | ask calmly but firmly, giving Giorgio 
just enough rope, but letting him know I’m not happy with 
his behavior so far. 


A lady needs to be treated right, and I’m feeling suddenly 
protective of Chloe Carter. To the point where she could set 
fire to the whole place, and I'd tell myself she probably had 
her reasons. 


She’s perfect. 


“Mr. Valentine...” Giorgio starts, he knows me well enough to 
see when I’ve made my mind up about something. I put a 
finger gently to his lips, his eyes widen as he gasps. It’s how 
| get people’s attention when they won’t shut up. 


“| think you are fired, Chloe,” | say slowly, not taking my 
eyes off Giorgio. 


“You call the agency... in the morning and tell them from 
now on, you'll be working under me, directly.” 


Hearing myself say it, | grow a full three inches in my pants. 
The authority in my voice, the fear in Giorgio’s eyes, plus the 
knowing that it’s exactly what Chloe wants too. It makes me 
want to take her right there and then, bending her over a 
kitchen bench, giving her the first and hardest day on the 
job. 

But | have to wait. | have to be patient. | have to make it 
right first. She will be mine though, it’s been decided. Call it 
fate, or just a Valentine executive decision. l'II have her, and 
she'll be begging for more if the vibe she’s giving me is 
anything to go by. 

Her old man, Hudson Carter though? He’ll be a handful, but 
l'Il cross that bridge when | get to it. | know l'Il have to get to 
it before it comes to me. l'Il see to that. Hudson Carter isn’t 
an easy problem to have. 


I'd cross burning bridges, dragging myself across broken 
glass to have Chloe. Every second in her company is 
convincing me of the fact that she’s the one. 


| want to take her in my arms, to tell her everything is fixed, 
that we can be together; but it would be nice to have some 
civilized conversation first, maybe some dinner? My stomach 
groans, reminding me I haven’t had my carb fix, with my 
dick still aching for my newest craving, who’s only a few feet 
away. 


Giorgio can see my eyes softening, but he’s not feeling the 
same way | do. “Who’s gonna finish her shift?” He asks 
suddenly, realizing he hasn’t even thought his own plans 
through. 


“I can leave one of the boys here,” | say casually, giving 
Chloe an intense stare, letting my eyes travel across her 
body before choosing one of the men. 


“John here can help with anything, clean up when you’re 
done. It's quiet tonight, Giorgio. Don’t worry.” | say, getting 
to my feet, intuitively moving closer to Chloe, who’s looking 
up at me like she’s won the lottery. 


In a way, she has. | hold out my hand for her to take. 
Wanting to breathe her in some more before giving it a 
gentle touch of my lips. 

“Can | take you someplace nice, for dinner? To talk about 
your new... position?” 


Her head nods like a piston and | shoot Giorgio one final 
glance before we leave through the back door. 


“I'll be alright!” He calls after us. “l'Il be just fine!” 


CHAPTER 4 


Chloe 


Walking out back, over to the big black fancy car, | get dizzy. 
It’s like there’s not enough air or there’s too much of Mickey 
Valentine to take in all at once. | can’t be sure. He’s saying 
something, and then he seems to know just what’s 
happening. Before | know it, he’s scooped me up into his 
huge arms and carries me the rest of the way to the car, 
smiling down at me like an angel. 


“When did you last have something to eat?” he asks 
knowingly. 

| can’t remember myself, with the last of my money going to 
Denise to buy my way into meeting Mickey, | guess | haven’t 
eaten for a while. | feel foolish, like those women in old 
movies, swooning over the slightest thing to do with their 
man; but it’s the most natural feeling in the world to be held 
by him. 


His eyes lock on mine as we get to the car but he seems to 
be listening out for something nearby as well. I’m lost in his 
strength, and his cologne. He smells like something so 
natural, so beautiful. Like the woods in fall. 


“Maybe take us back to my place, Carl. Somebody’s had a 
big day. We can order in for dinner.” He says to his driver 
without taking his eyes off me, helping me into the back 
seat of the huge sedan, he bends down with his face so close 
| can feel his breath on my lips. 


| feel myself starting to tremble in his arms, my breath 
catching. I’m yearning for him to press his lips to mine, but 


he simply flashes me one of his brief, perfect smiles before 
Sliding me into the back seat without any effort. 


| melt into the leather and feel safer than ever as he closes 
the door, like a vault holding treasure as he goes around the 
other side. He hasn’t said a word about it, but | feel like I’m 
special somehow. 


“It’s a bit of a drive to my place. Are you feeling better? | 
mean, can you wait a bit for something to eat?” Mickey asks, 
sitting across from me once he’s climbed in. 


Even through his jacket, | can see his muscular frame 
straining against the fabric, the thought of touching his 
naked body gives me an instant rush of damp heat which | 
hope to share with him soon. 


| nod absently, feeling lightheaded, but I’m not sure it’s 
altogether from a lack of food. | can’t help it, but my eyes 
move from his face, down his front to his crotch, which is 
another perfect V shape, with a noticeable bulge, which | 
study far longer than | should if | don’t want him to notice. 


“Chloe? Chloe!” He’s snapping his fingers lightly in front of 
my eyes, “l'Il see what we have floating around in here,” he 
offers, opening a side panel to reveal a small refrigerated 
compartment. It’s empty. 


“It’s alright,” he continues, “We'll get you something. | had 
an aunt. She went the same way when she had low blood 
sugar. You know, you don’t have to be diabetic to get that...” 
he suddenly stops talking, noticing the look I’m giving him. 


| notice his eyes travelling from my face, down to my lap, 
which I’ve opened for his inspection. As soon as his eyes are 
on my wetness, | feel myself gasp, as if he were physically 
touching me. 


If he wasn’t interested, he’d look away, maybe even be a 
little embarrassed or tell me off for being so forward. But | 
hear a sound escape him, a low, guttural growl as his eyes 


flash at the sight of me, open and wet for him, because of 
him. | watch with growing anticipation as the swelling in his 
crotch becomes a thick line, pulsing upward as his cock 
begins to stiffen as we sit opposite each other. Nothing but 
the lights of the streetlamps overhead and the hum of the 
powerful motor up front; and this pulsing heat between us. 
Back and forth, like an invisible line, tugging at us and 
drawing us closer. 


| move my hands and lift my skirt higher, | can’t help but 
gasp some more as | feel my own hands near my swollen 
mound. If it weren’t for him being so turned on, if | was by 
myself...I’d be three fingers into myself by now, I’m so wet. 


“Don’t.” He says suddenly, almost startling me out of my 
arousal, but | hear him moving forward in his seat, then feel 
his huge hands over mine, cupping over the tops of my 
hands, squeezing them gently. 


| can feel his pulse rushing through his thumbs, racing in 
time with the rush of blood in my own ears, with the jungle 
beat pounding in my wet snatch. 


“Now...” he whispers, and his hands follow mine as | begin to 
peel back the damp lace of my panties. | hear another growl 
of satisfaction, and the inhalation of him breathing in my 
scent, he’s watching my eyes as | close them; then | feel 
them following my hands along with his, as we both find the 
electric warmth that’s buzzing between my legs. 


| don’t know how it’s come to this. I’m not this kind of girl at 
all. There’s just something about him that’s so 
overpowering. He’s brought out the animal in me, and I can’t 
think straight. | can’t consider doing anything right now 
except having him stick his hardness all the way up inside 
me. | let out a low moan, then shoot my eyes open. I’m 
embarrassed by my own moan, but relieved to see his eyes 
are level with mine, our faces almost touching again. 


“You don’t have to be shy with me,” he says in a hoarse 
whisper, “I wanted you back in the restaurant, now | don’t 
think | can even wait until we get back home. | must have 
you Chloe.” 


| suddenly lurch forward, my face hitting his nose as | hear 
him curse. The car whole tilts sideways and the screech of 
tires sends a jolt of fear where my arousal was only seconds 
before. 

| feel strong arms around me, pulling me closer to him, 
shielding me from an impact we both expect, but doesn’t 
come. 

“Stay here. Don’t move.” | hear Mickey whisper again, the 
sound of a gun slide, then the door opens slowly. | can hear 
low voices, but can’t make out what they’re saying. 


Terrified, I’m almost too scared to open my eyes. Then | hear 
it and it all makes sense. 


“Chloe. C’mon now, time to come on home.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Mickey 


Hudson Carter has all the subtlety of his craft built into his 
personality. Yes, he is a registered tax agent, but no, he 
doesn’t have that high on his list of personal interests. 


It was only the day before, maybe not even twenty four 
hours ago, we were having a very different conversation, like 
we'd done dozens of times. 


We never talk about personal stuff, only shop. So when | call 
on Hudson for his services, | don’t bother, don’t even think 
to ask him how his daughter’s doing. Mainly because | didn’t 
even know he had a fucking daughter, let alone one who 
could win Ms. Universe, even if she had a lisp and a limp. 


How was college for her, Hudson? Did she make lots of new 
friends, fit in and conform to social norms? Maybe she’s 
president of the student association? 


No. | didn’t ask him that, because we never speak about 
stuff like that. All | ever tell him is a due date then hand him 
the envelope which has a photo, personal details of the 
mark and the access code for the international funds 
transfer. That’s all | ever say to him. It’s been that way for 
close to fifteen years. 


Hudson Carter’s an unassuming man, even more so in the 
beams of his car, parked opposite the gaping ditch of a hole 
where the road should be. He’s wiry, tall and could fool most 
people into thinking he’s a little uncoordinated or 
unbalanced, physically. 


He’s one of the strongest men in the city, with a reputation 
from every family for having no scruples when it comes to 


contract work. He’s clean, efficient and fast. Most of all, he’s 
dangerous. Dangerous because he’s a lone wolf. He answers 
to no one and | feel I’m going to get on his bad side if | have 
to put my foot down when it comes to his daughter, Chloe. 


In the seconds it takes to assess the scene, | can tell this 
could all go one of two ways; the good way or Hudson’s way. 


“I'm sorry Mr. Valentine. | had to swerve to miss this.” Carl 
says, “Are you both okay?” There’s a tinge of nerves in his 
voice, but | Know it’s only because Carl, like myself, likes to 
keep on top of his game. Turning a blind corner to find half 
the street missing isn’t winning. It’s being put in an awkward 
situation. 


| can see the signage, bunting and all the pretty flashing 
lights of the roadwork deep in the bottom of the pit which 
used to be the road. Hudson could’ve killed us all, but | 
doubt that was his intention. Not with Chloe in the car. 


He just wants my attention. 
He’s got it. 
“Evening Mr. Valentine.” Hudson chirps. He sounds friendly, 


like he’s just stuck his head over the fence while taking out 
some trash. Just being neighborly and saying howdy. 


“Mr. Carter,” | intone, grinding my jaw a little but trying not 
to let my anger show. Not yet. 


He scratches the top of his head absently, as if he’s thinking. 
“Y know? | thought it was odd that Chloe would work a shift 
at one of your restaurants, but | figured I’d wait and see on 
that one. Even when she got in your car, | figured you must 
be driving her home, like a responsible adult might do.” 


He pauses, drawing in some air and looking up at the sky, 
cracking his neck almost imperceptibly to the left. | feel my 
hand tighten on my Glock. 


“But then... when I saw you travelling in the opposite 
direction to Chloe’s house, well. | just had to stop by and 
pick her up myself.” 


“You could’ve killed us all.” | growl, my eyes darting to the 
open pit once again. 

Hudson smiles, “Oh no! | don’t think so. Your car’s far too 
tough for that Mr. Valentine. Now, if you'll excuse me...” He 
calls out for Chloe, tells her to come out and go on home 
with him. 


In the moments it takes for Chloe to get out of the car and 
walk over to me, | study her. Her eyes, how she’s moving, 
everything. | want it to be a set up, | almost want to hear the 
first shots as Hudson and maybe even Chloe turn on Carl 
and me, peppering us as we duck for cover, having fallen for 
their ingenious, albeit predictable, older guy falling for the 
younger woman trap. 


But it isn’t a trap. | can see the passion burning in Chloe’s 
eyes, she’s sorry. She’s embarrassed, she’s angry with her 
Father. She’s weighing it all up as much as I| am in those 
brief seconds we lock eyes. She’s deciding, maybe like | am, 
that it’s just not worth it to push Hudson Carter too far 
tonight. For me, there’s more than just Chloe at stake, 
there’s the entire family organization and Hudson’s place in 
it to consider. 


She doesn’t say a word. She doesn’t have to. The connection 
we've made is stronger than words, definitely stronger than 
Hudson Carter. That’s what I’m banking on as | watch his car 
disappear into the night with Chloe in it. 


Carl walks up to the edge of the crater of roadwork, staring 
down into the mangled wreckage of signs, lights and debris. 


“I'm sorry Mr. Valentine. | let you down. | should’ve seen him 
tailing us. | should’ve-” 


| hold up my hand, shaking my head. It’s not worth thinking 
about what could have been; what should have been. | can 
still smell Chloe in the air in front of me, in the car when | 
get back in it. | can feel her under my hands, inside my 
mind. Inside my soul. 


Yeah, she’s your daughter, Hudson. But Chloe belongs to me 
now. It mightn’t be tonight, maybe not even this week, but 
lIl get her back and I'll see to it that you never interfere 
with my plans for her, for us, ever again. 


“Do you want me to follow them?” Carl asks, trying to read 
my thoughts. 

“No Carl. That’s not a good idea right now, as much as I'd 
like to...” 

“Home then, Mr. Valentine?” 

“No. Head back to the office will ya? And call the city 
council, the cops. Someone could get hurt driving into that 
hole there.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Chloe 


“How did you know?” | croak, turning away to look out the 
window into the night, not even wanting to look at his calm 
eyes, almost bright with an inner cheerfulness I'll never 
understand. 


“Quite a thing.” Dad exclaims, slapping the steering wheel 
as he recalls, “It was June, at the bank. She let slip about you 
taking out all the savings from an account. An account | 
didn’t know about, | might add.” He smiles, shaking his head 
in mock disbelief as he chuckles to himself. 


He’s so normal, so Dad. It’s infuriating, but | know it’s alla 
front. It’s not the real man underneath. I’ve known since | 
was a little girl that he’s not really a tax agent, but he’s 
never even so much as raised his voice at me, so I’ve never 
had a reason to be worried about Dad. Until tonight. 


| Know it wouldn’t have ended with just a comment from a 
teller at the bank. Dad would’ve followed through on every 
possible outcome, as well as following me or having me 
followed. Nobody knows exactly how he works, that’s why 
he’s so successful at what he does. It’s why even the mob 
families pay him respect, in private. In public, he’s just a tax 
agent. 


| could see for myself, that the only man who was really 
going to come between Mickey and me was my own Father. 
Not an unreasonable thought, given the age gap, and that 
they both have business dealings together. But the fact that 
those business dealings are for the mob? That’s a whole 
different story. 


“All l'm saying honey, is that if you need some extra 
money. All you have to do is ask, no need to go taking 
crummy jobs at those sorts of restaurants...” 


| let him go on, | Know there’s no point even trying to make a 
case for myself. But already, I’m afraid for Mickey, afraid | 
won't be able to see him again. Not straight away anyhow. 


| wonder what else Dad knows? Could he know how | feel 
about Mickey? About how Mickey feels about me, more to 
the point. 


Even though that doesn’t matter. | know, from the way 
Mickey looked at me, from the way he touched me in his car, 
how he protected me when he thought we were going to 
crash, that | belong to him now. 


“Sorry, Dad.” is the best | can do. “I’m actually starving right 
now. Do we have anything at home, or maybe we could grab 
a bite?” 


He pats my leg reassuringly, and | notice him noticing the 
shortness of my skirt. His brow creases, but only for a split 
second. 


“Sure thing, honey! | could use something myself. As long as 
it’s not Italian, | don’t care.” 


Growing up without a Mom. Then boarding schools, and then 
college. It was a long time in between the few times | even 
got to see my Dad. He’d always send presents, paid for the 
best of everything that he could afford, but | never really 
knew him like other girls know their Dads. 


After tonight, | think it’s safe to say that I’m not the only one 
who knows what Hudson carter is capable of, but I’m not 
afraid of him. He’s still my dad. I just need to be way more 
careful. 


| take a burger and shake, but | declined the offer of a 
movie. | really am tired, it’s been a long and very strange 
day. | feel relieved when we turn for home, not my 


apartment, but Dad’s house. | kind of figured; with Dad not 
saying another word about anything that’s happened. He 
stops in at a drug store, then we’re home again. But | don’t 
expect that'll be the end of it. Not by a long shot. 


KKK 


I’m used to my old bed, but I just can’t sleep. The thought of 
Mickey’s hands on me has given me a fever | can’t quit. | 
need him now, more than ever. It’s not just a crush. After he 
touched me, I just knew. 


Lying awake staring at the shadows isn’t doing it for me, so | 
creep out and down the stairs to see if there’s anything in 
the kitchen I can gnaw on to help me get back to sleep. 


A glass of milk and some cookies will tied me over ‘til 
morning. Switching off the light in the kitchen, | notice Dad’s 
study light is on, the door ajar. | look at the front door ahead 
of it. Triple bolted and deadlocked. 


Welcome home honey! 
Hmmm. 


l'm wondering if he’s up late, guarding the place, or making 
sure | don’t try to escape, when his voice startles me so 
much, | almost lose my cookies. 


“Mr. Benetti! Hullo? Yes it is, about half past two. Oh, | think 
you know who it is... what’s that? Yes | thought it would be 
alright once you knew it was me...” 


| edge forward to hear better, catching the rattling sound of 
a pill bottle. | can see through the crack in the doorway, just 
enough. Dad’s juggling a tiny white plastic bottle in one 
hand and the phone in the other. He manages to knock back 
a couple of tiny white pills, swallowing them hard without 
any water. 


“I'll keep this brief, Mr. Benetti. | know you like your sleep. | 
just wanted to let you know, I’ve re-considered on that 


contract proposal you mentioned a while back. Yes! That’s 
right. | can look into that for you after all... uh-huh... Well, 
the fee isn’t really important now. Something’s just made my 
mind up for me. | was thinking Valentine’s Day... kind of 
fitting, don’t you think-” 

He stops talking, and | duck my head back into the shadows. 
My heartbeat thumping in my ears as | hear him get up from 
the desk and come over to the doorway. | want to shift my 
weight further back, but know l'Il creak a board if | do. 


Benetti is the rival family of the Valentine’s. | know that. 
Anybody who reads or doesn’t live under a rock knows that. 


The door to the study slowly closes, and | hear my Dad’s 
voice get further away from the door. 


“... The thing is Mr. Benetti, it has to come from you. | want 
the distinction of having the offer coming straight from 
you...” 


| have to get out of here! | have to warn Mickey! 


CHAPTER 7 


Mickey 


| tell myself he’d never hurt her. Then | shudder inside when 
| think about just some of the things the family has had him 
take care of over the years. | know myself, people who do 
that for a living, they’re unpredictable. 


| need her back and when she’s back with me, it'll be for 
good. Forever. 


Easier said than done. 


| could’ve had a gunfight in the street, | could’ve followed 
him. | could’ve- 


I’m doing what Carl was doing. A whole bag of coulda’s is 
useless after the fact. She’s gone, but at least | know where 
she is. | think. 


Hudson Carter is a lot of things. An enigma, yes. But he’s 
also a creature of habit, rarely straying from his home, which 
is his castle. He works from home as a tax agent, everybody 
who should know, Knows what else he does. But to the rest 
of the world, he’s just a tax agent. It looks like Brady Bunch 
central, but it’s as tight a fortress as my own place, or any 
mob building. Maybe more so. 


No. Storming Carter land is a bad idea, especially if he’s got 
Chloe inside, which I’m sure he would. | need to draw him 
out, get him away, or wait for Chloe to get out her own way. 


Surely, she’d know him better than anyone? She’d find her 
moment, then come straight to me. 


Or would she? 


It’s late, the thought of her being anything other than totally 
devoted to me, to the idea of us is unthinkable. It’s just that 

Carter came to me before | could get to him about the whole 
thing. Sometimes it just goes that way. 


Problem is, Chloe isn’t just a sometimes kind of girl. She’s 
my forever girl. | punch my desk, sending some papers 
flying and summoning Carl through the door before they 
even settle, his hand in his jacket. 


“Everything alright in here, Mr. Valentine?” 


“Sure Carl,” | smile dryly, knowing | have at least one set of 
eyes in the back of my head. “I think | just need some 
sleep.” 

KKK 


Sleep’s not the word for it. Some kind of erotic torture of the 
mind is more like what | experience and have to settle on 
calling sleep. | turn in my bed, putting out my arm, and 
don’t feel her there. It seems wrong all of a sudden. 
Yesterday | would’ve been out like a light. Living for the 
moment, moving away from the past. 


Today? Today | need her beside me, to know I’m keeping her 
safe, keeping her satisfied. 


| blow air out through my puffed cheeks, sitting up on the 
side of the bed, avoiding even thinking about the hardness 
scraping against my boxers. Taking care of business myself 
seems dirty somehow now, a waste. 


| need to save my seed for her, for our children. She'll make 
a great mom, and | want to make her the happiest woman 
alive while making them together. Don’t waste your energy. 
Save all those swimming Valentine’s for her. 


Even thinking it, saying it in my mind. The words seed and 
Chloe... inside her... the flashing memory of her in the back 
of the limo. It’s too much. 


| stand up suddenly, dropping to the floor to punch out a 
hundred push-ups, followed by a few hundred crunches. It’s 
all | can think of to stop from seeing her in my mind, the 
torture of the image of her without the scent of her skin, the 
touch of her on my hands. 


| decide to leave the pillow over the alarm clock. | don’t want 
to know what time it is. Running a cool shower and taking 
time to have a proper shave, | examine myself in the huge, 
smoked mirrors of the bathroom. 


| can’t see any obvious flaws. | eat clean, | don’t drink and | 
rarely puff on a cigar. I’m looking good for my age, better 
than most guys half my age. Today they say that forty is the 
new twenty. 


Now Chloe, she’s perfect. And | can’t help imagining how 
beautiful, how perfect all those little Chloe Valentine babies 
will look. How sexy she'll be when she’s pregnant. How- 


l'm doing it again. | can’t stop thinking about her. You’ve got 
a long way to go before we get to choose baby names and 
strollers, Mickey m’ boy. 


Still no clearer on what’s the best course of action, | decide 
on inaction as the only choice. For now. If ever in doubt, 
sometimes, almost always, doing nothing is the best, if not 
the only course of action. 


Action through inaction. | can’t believe I’m even thinking it 
and Chloe in the same sentence in my mind, but anything 
else at this stage is too dangerous; and the one thing | won’t 
risk is her safety. 


| make my way downstairs, and I’m not surprised to see the 
gray light of dawn poking through some darker clouds. Carl 
looks concerned, he knows when | don’t sleep. | should know 
when he does, but I’m almost afraid to ask. He does his job 
and | trust him with my life, that’s all that counts in this line 
of work. 


Seeing me up, Carl knows he can raise the volume on the 
television. | pour some of the excellent coffee he’s made and 
we both sit in the pre-dawn stillness watching the latest 
news. 


There’s the usual terrible problems of the world, then the 
little bit about the huge hole we nearly drove into, 
‘vandalized road work has city workers and law enforcement 
on the back foot as public safety after hours during major 
construction is brought into question...’ 


Carl lets out a mock cheer, and | extend my palm out to him, 
sharing a rare light hearted moment. 


“The world needs more proactive, concerned citizens like 
yourself, Carl. If you hadn’t called that in, who knows what 
would’ve happened.” 


The next story sees us both instantly silenced. | lean forward 
in my seat, not sure | can believe what I’m even seeing and 
hearing. At that same moment, a phone rings. 


‘..And this just in. Michelangelo Benetti, notorious 
underworld figure and head of the infamous Benetti family, 
has been found dead this morning, hours after it was 
rumored that he ordered the killing of rival family member 
and alleged fellow gangland criminal, Mickey Valentine...’ 


CHAPTER 8 


Chloe 


It feels like he knew. Like my Dad knew | didn’t have a direct 
line to Mickey. Who does? Not many people, that’s who. 


By the time | creep back to my room, checking my phone for 
the number to Giorgio’s restaurant, it’s like two thirty in the 
morning. | don’t think they'll be there taking calls. 


| try the number anyway. Nothing. 


Trying to pace quietly, | suddenly feel like the biggest idiot 
in the world. The sound of my palm smacking my own head 
makes me freeze on the spot, | still need to keep quiet. 


Dad has his number, you moron! He does his fucking taxes! 
He would call him all the time, wouldn’t he? 


Of course he would! 


| stifle a squeal of delight, rubbing my head and imagining a 
pat on the back instead. It won’t be easy getting his 
number, but at least telling myself I’m a step closer is more 
encouraging than nothing. 


I guess l'Il just go downstairs and ask Dad for Mickey 
Valentine’s number, maybe he can drive me over to his 
place as well.. 


| groan as quietly as possible, struggling with the concept, 
the tension of having to wait until Dad goes out, or maybe 
even try his office once he goes to sleep? 


| yawn myself. Even though | feel wired, I’m exhausted. A full 
day of waitressing, not eating, plus now worrying about 
Mickey on top of everything else. It’s too much. But the 
memory of his hands over mine brings a cool smile to my 


lips. | absently trace a finger down my front, imagining 
Mickey’s hand over mine, so big and warm. His breathe soft 
against my ear as he- 


“You still up in there?” 


| jump what feels like ten feet in the air, gasping in horror as 
my Dad’s face peeps around the door frame, the lamplight 
reflecting in his glasses so | can’t focus on his eyes. 


“Still up pumpkin? Lights out | think, hmmm?” He’s smiling, 
but there’s an edge to his voice which tells me I’m at the 
point where he’s drawn a line. | don’t want to know what 
happens if | cross it. 


“| couldn’t sleep,” | yawn, which is true. “I went down to get 
some milk, | thought I heard voices...” 


His face is deadpan serious. “Well. Back to bed sweetie, | 
have a big day tomorrow...today. G’night.” 


“G' night, Dad.” | say softly, feeling like a line is being drawn 
across the doorway as he gently closes the door. 


| wait a few moments before | can breathe again, hearing his 
own door closing a little way down the hall. 


In an instant, a whole lifetime of summer and Thanksgiving 
holidays staying at home come flooding back to me. What | 
thought was just Dad’s hypervigilance against prowlers, or 
his deep concern for me, becomes a lot clearer. 


| don’t think he wants to hurt me, but it’s obvious he doesn’t 
want me doing whatever | like either. | sigh softly, feeling 
like | need Mickey more than ever. Why couldn’t I just have 
stayed with him? I’m an adult now, Twenty-two and still 
taking orders from my Dad? 


It’s not fair, but l'Il find a way. | know | will. Love always finds 
a way. That’s what this is, right? 


True love? 
It sure as hell feels like it. 


Fighting not to fall asleep, | wait for wnat seems like hours, 
staring at my phone, imagining that Mickey will somehow 
call me and that he'll just come get me. But | have to 
content myself with cat videos and even work on my resume 
for a while, before | hear something which gives me fresh 
hope. 


Snoring. 


Dad never snores, or did he? | guess | never really noticed, 
but he sounds out of it, so | seize my chance and slip out 
quietly, tip-toeing up to his door. 


Buzz Saw. 


| gingerly open the door a fraction, peeping, then creeping 
in; really needing to make sure he’s out before | do 
something I’ve never thought of. | lift the bunch of keys from 
his nightstand, grimacing with every tiny sound | make, but 
his snoring only gets louder. Then | see why. 


Another bottle of pills sits on his night stand. I’m no chemist, 
but they’re goodnight pills alright and seem to be working. 
Without even thinking, | pocket the pills too. 


| don’t know how long I’ve got, so! creep as quietly and 
quickly as | can back out of his room, then hurry down to his 
office. My heart pounding in my ears as! go, with a smile a 
mile wide at the thought of getting Mickey’s number. 


Not long now! 
He’d be proud of you. Make him proud! 


Standing at his office door, | find my hands trembling. | need 
Mickey’s number, but I’ve also got the keys now. | can just 
walk out of here, back home. My home, to my apartment. 
Staring at the front door, then back to the office door, | hear 
the lock click open and I’m in. | feel drawn to Mickey more 
than my old life out there, the life without him in it. 


Or any money! You spent your rent to meet the guy, 
remember? Just focus Chloe, get Mickey’s number then call 
him. The rest will have to wait. 


Dad’s so organized, | have M. Valentine’s card pulled out in 
seconds. | know better than to take it with me, so punch the 
number into my phone so I can call him when I’m back in my 
room. 


My heart’s still racing, but | can also hear the distant sound 
of snoring from upstairs. Faint, but he’s definitely out of it. 
With a feeling of abandon, | begin to have a quick snoop 
through some more of the papers on the desk. | even turn 
the lamp on. 


My graduation photo sits proudly on Dad’s desk, on top of an 
ivory box I notice has a lock on it when I pick up my portrait 
to have a closer look. It seems like so long ago that | 
graduated. 


Replacing the photo, there’s something about the size of the 
slightly oversized lock on the box which bugs me. There’s 
one key on the bunch that looks like it'll fit. 


Bingo! 

| feel bad enough going through his things to get Mickey’s 
number, and now I’m looking through everything? 
Technically, | reason to myself, I’m not breaking in, just 
letting myself into get something | should have anyway. The 
box only has papers in it. 

Boring. 

But there’s one, right on the top which catches my eye. It’s 
got my name on it. My first name anyway. 

Carefully taking out the bundle of papers, | figure they must 
be for a client of Dad’s, he does legal stuff that goes along 


with his accounting. I’m figuring Chloe Burns must be a 
client, until | see some more of her papers. 


The blue one, with a state seal at the top. | almost drop the 
whole bundle of papers as it dawns on me what I’m holding. 


Chloe Burns, becomes Chloe Carter. Adopted 15" August 


twenty years earlier. My birthday. At least, | thought that was 
my birthday. 


Date of Birth on the certificate, 14t" February. Valentine’s 
Day. 


CHAPTER 9 


Mickey 


| Know enough to expect calls when it’s announced the head 
of a rival family is found dead. But manage to miss a call 
while watching the news, I’m a little thrown off, then thrilled 
when I hear the voice leaving a message. 

Chloe! 

| scratch the number down, then hang up, frantic to call her 
back, when the phone pulses in my hand again. 

“Chloe?” | blurt excitedly. 

“Ex-fucking ‘scuse me? The fuck’s Chloe?” 

| screw my face up, kicking myself for being so stupid. Not 
Chloe. Don Valencia, the only man | answer to. 

“Don Valencia. Eh... Scusi, | was expecting another-” 

“Shut up and listen.” He growls. “Call your girlfriends ona 
different phone, this is business.” 


I’m all ears, although my jaw is grinding. Now isn’t the best 
time for family stuff to lurch out at me, | need to get Chloe 
back. 


“Benetti called me,” The Don sighs. “He wants a meeting...” 
“Uh... Didn’t you see the news? Benetti, he-” 


“| saw the fucking news! Let me speak! If | could get more 
than two words out, | can tell you the fucking story!” he 
screams, choking with rage. | hold the phone away from my 
ear. Carl turns down the TV and goes into another room. 


After working himself up into a choking fit, Don Valencia 
gradually calms down to a wheezing splutter. “Benetti... He 


faked it... He’s being shaken down by your friend, the 
cleaner... what’s his name?” 


Carter. 


| think it rather than say it. When Don Valencia speaks, | 
have to listen, this whole Chloe business has me upside 
down in my mind. 


“Carter.” he continues, shouting the name as he recalls it. 
“He has a blackmail, the whole works, over all the families, 
so he says. He’s gonna go to the feds with it all unless we do 
what he says...” 


| hear my neck cracking, as | decide that at least | know 
which side my bread’s buttered on now. Carter has to go. 
Simple. 


“Not so simple.” Don Valencia continues, anticipating my 
train of thought. “The bastardo put a price on your head, 
nothing new about that. But Carter accepted last night, said 
he’d do it for free. Then he comes out with his blackmail 
story...” 


“What does he want?” | ask. Finding a gap in the 
conversation | need to take. If Carter wants me dead, fine. 
But what does he gain by admitting he’s a hitman for all the 
families? 

“He wants what they all want in the end... a piece of 


everybody’s business! That little fica thinks he can stand 
over every family in the country!” 


So, he’s lost his fucking mind? Pity. | almost thought he 
stood a chance for a while back there, before | met his 
daughter. 


“I’m sending a chopper for you... | need you to get to a safe 
house, we're not taking chances until this fuck is in tiny 
pieces. Be on the roof in twenty minutes...” 


“Don Valencia. l-” he’s hung up. 


Fuck! 


| ball my hands into fists, needing to hit something, then 
remember | only have twenty minutes. 


Chloe! 


“Carl! Carl!” He’s ready, anticipating action from the tone of 
my voice. 


“Get to Carter’s place. Around the block from it. | need you 
to pick up Chloe Carter, then get her back to me in twenty. 
Can you do it?” 


He’s halfway to the door. 
“Can you do it, though?” 


He shoots me one of his sly grins, before choosing the viper 
keys from the hook. | know him well enough to trust he’d die 
trying to get her back to me, worst case scenario. Best 
option? He gets her safe and back to me in time for a joy 
ride in the sky. 


| have to get her to meet him though, or else it’s all for 
nothing. | take a deep breath, reminding myself | do things 
slow, cool and calm. No panic. No mess. 


| punch her number into my phone. It rings. 

“Mickey?” 

| feel myself breathe in, like I’ve taken the first gasp of fresh 
air that means anything since yesterday. 

“Chloe. | need you to listen...” 

“No. Wait. Sorry... I’m...” 

It goes dead. 


| take another deep breath, closing my eyes, the sound of 
my teeth grinding as my jaw threatens to split through my 
cheek. 


She manages to call back. 


“Listen. Chloe, | don’t have time for anything. I’m sending a 
car for you, around the corner from your-“ 


“Mickey! 1l...” 
“Dammit Chloe, listen!” | hiss. 


“I’m not at my Dad’s mickey! | left. | don’t know where | 
am...” 


| can hear the tears in her voice, she sounds like she’s 
walking somewhere. I feel the pit of my stomach dropping 
with each crunching sound from the other end of the line. 


| want to reach out to her, scoop her up in my arms again, 
and keep her safe. 


“What do you mean you don’t know where you are?” 


“I’m on a main road, heading up to the turnpike. I’ve been 
walking for about an hour or so...” 


| can hear some traffic, but not much. This time of morning, 
even the freeways are quiet, so! have no real idea of where 
she is. 


“Chloe. Listen. Take a screenshot of your map location, okay? 
Text it to me...” 


| give her a cell number | can use, which | power up while I’m 
waiting for her. 


C’mon! C’mon Chloe! 


| can her sniffing and all the shit noise of background sounds 
around her. 


Bing. 
Gotcha! 


“Okay, good work Chloe. You’re not far from a diner up 
ahead. | want you to go there and wait inside, alright? Don’t 
talk to anyone, don’t even look at anyone. Wait in the 
bathroom stalls if you have to...” 


“Mickey? What’s happening? | have to tell you-” 


“Just trust me baby, alright? There’s no time to talk about 
anything else right now. Just do exactly what I say and I'll 
see you real soon.” 


Hopefully in less than twenty minutes 


It kills me to have to hang up, but | need to catch Carl so he 
can turn back and get me. He picks up straight away and | 
can hear the skid of tires as he makes his return to pick me 
up. Chloe’s closer than | first thought, so we’ll make it in 
time. Especially with Carl at the wheel. 


| catch a glance of the TV before shutting it off to leave. My 
own face, an old mugshot is placed side by side with 
Benetti’s. | can only imagine the story that goes along with 
it. 

It’s never a good time when the heat’s turned up, for real or 
just by the pinheads in the media, but I can’t leave Chloe 
behind in all this. 


Just get me to her Carl, l'Il take care of the rest! 


CHAP TER 10 


Chloe 


| don’t cry at first, but know that’ll come later. | never really 
knew Dad all that well, but finding out I’m adopted brings 
up so many questions, as well as so much hurt, it makes 
walking out the door feel like the most natural thing in the 
world. | leave his keys on the table, pulling the front door 
closed behind me. 


| don’t plan on coming back. 


| walk for hours, and without sleep | feel like a zombie by the 
time the gray of pre-dawn shows me |’m out of the suburbs 
and nearing a main roads. | need Mickey now, more than 
ever, but feel the sting of added disappointment when | get 
his voice mail. 


He’s probably asleep. Leave a message and he can call you 
when he wakes up. 


Hoping he’s not a late sleeper, | trudge on. My feet are numb 
now, like the rest of me. Just when | do feel the tears coming, 
when | start to unload some emotional baggage, that’s when 
| get Mickey’s call. It doesn’t matter, | need him more than 
ever and just know he'll take me as | am. 


| forget to tell him all about what | overheard my dad saying 
about the contract with Benetti. | just want Mickey, | just 
want out of this whole place right now. 


He’s right, there’s an all-night diner place up ahead and | try 
to speed up to get there quicker. A restroom and a cup of 
coffee is suddenly a great idea. 


Catching a glimpse of myself in the bathroom mirror, | 
wonder if they sell makeup near by. The thought of Mickey 


seeing me after an all-nighter, with raccoon eyes and 
morning breath after a five mile hike makes me cringe. 


No makeup. And barely enough in my pocket for a bottled 
water. The waitress feels for me, | think and pours mea 
coffee, pressing her finger to her lips when the cook’s not 
looking. | mouth ‘Thank You.’ And feel a little warmer inside, 
for the coffee and for the spirit that’s still alive, in some 
people at least. 

KKK 


| hear him before | can smell him, and my heart misses a 
beat. Of all the mornings for an encounter with an asshole, 
this isn’t the one. | check one of the numerous windows for 
his reflection, assuming he'll get a booth closer to the 
counter, but no, he’s seen the back of me, and being the 
only other person here, he’s making a beeline for me. 


Shit. 


He’s not a bad looking fella, just down on his luck maybe, or 
coming down off a multiple day bender of some kind. He 
smells bad and for some reason, wants to make eyes at me 
like | asked if he wants to fuck. 


| cringe at the waitress, who just shrugs, as lover boy puts 
about forty dollars in small change and bills in front of 
himself. 


Paying customer, how ‘bout that. 


“How d’ you do?” he burps, flushing from what I’m now 
getting is a mix of bourbon and possibly tobacco. 


“It normally goes the other way ‘round... after we’ve... y’ 
know? But can | buy you breakfast?” 


He looks so sincere, so utterly convinced I’m going to say 
yes, maybe even put on a show for him afterwards, | can 
only look at the door, trying to think of where | can go once 


outside, to wait for Mickey without having Romeo here make 
my morning any worse. 


“Look...” | start, but hear the deep rumble of a very fast 
sounding car, which | somehow just know is Mickey to the 
rescue. 


| watch in the mirror behind the counter, the black viper 
peeling into the lot sideways before stopping inches from 
another car, perfectly parking itself. The thick motor still 
growling for more as Mickey gets out of the passenger side, 
dark aviators to match his hair and jacket. Like he’s just 
stepped onto the set of my new favorite action movie. 


| see him spot me through the glass, then notice he’s 
focused on the guy opposite me as he struts into the diner. 


“You'd better leave,” | say to the guy opposite me, “like, 

now! Just go!” He licks his yellow teeth, priming himself for a 
swathe of witty remarks which won’t get a chance to leave 
his fetid mouth if he doesn’t scram. 


| can only manage a final plea before Mickey’s at the booth, 
peeling off his aviators and giving my breakfast buddy a 
look that should warn him enough, but he’s too dumb or 
bombed to even notice. 


“Help you, buddy?” he sniffs, winking at me knowingly, 
before settling his eyes on Mickey, then recoiling slightly 
when he perceives what he’s really up against as Mickey 
swells to twice his normal size in anger. 


“Beat it, fucker.” Mickey growls. 

“I’m not your friend. Move! So | can-” 

It all happens so fast after that. There’s the flash of a knife 
from across the booth. Mickey takes a step back, clenching 
the guy’s wrist behind the knife. | hear a sickening snapping 


sound before he’s spun around and being marched into the 
men’s room by Mickey. 


| signal a negative, with a strong shaking of my head to the 
waitress, who has the counter phone in her hand. 


Moments later, they both re-appear. Mickey’s composed and 
has his sunglasses back on, breakfast boy is cradling his 
bloodied hand in front of him and pauses in front of me, 
stooping over. 


“I'm very sorry to have disturbed you this morning, Chloe, 
please forgive my rudeness and...” 


“Say it.” Mickey prompts him calmly from behind. 


“I... can’t remember.!” he exclaims, a bubble forming in 
one nostril as he breaks into a violent sob. He cries out in 
terror as Mickey grabs the back of his hair, hissing into his 
ear. 


“Say it, just like we discussed, or l'Il cut the other one as 
well...” Mickey whispers hoarsely, which | can hardly hear. 
The guy’s eyes widen, cold beads of his sweat starting to run 
down his face. 


“Please forgive my rudeness and | hope I haven’t ruined 
your morning by being so disrespectful.” he blurts out, 
surprising himself as much as anyone else. 


Mickey only pushes him forward, away from me towards the 
door in dismissal. The injured guy shuffles timidly to the 
door of the diner, whimpering slightly, then crying out in 
agony as he pushes to open it. 


Mickey offers me his arm, which I take quickly and we exit 
hastily through another door on the other side of the diner. 


As the viper speeds out in reverse before sliding right ways 
forward, | can see the guy stumbling, with the waitress 
rushing outside to help him. The front of his pants shining 
dark in the gray morning light. 


CHAPTER 11 


Mickey 


“Problem?” Carl asks, a slight grin on his chops as he winds 
the motor out, steady as a rock on the road, while eyeing me 
in the rear view. 


“Just a slight misunderstanding.” | murmur, glancing into 
the back, and smiling at Chloe, who looks terrible. Like 
something more than what just happened has upset her. 


“You're alright? He didn’t hurt you did he?” | ask, relieved 
when she shakes her head. 


“We have to hurry now,” | let her know, matter of fact. 
“There’s a chopper waiting. Once we're in the air, l'Il explain 
everything, okay?” 


She nods, settling back and buckling up. A good idea, with 
Carl cursing as he glances at his watch, punching the car 
further as he dodges and weaves through the beginning of 
early morning traffic. 


Any other time, I'd tell him to take it easy, but with what just 
happened, plus the Don on his way or worse, waiting; its 
priority one to get us all to safety and Carl knows it. He 
seems to thrive on it. 


Nearing the turn off back to the suburbs, | get a glint of red 
and blue twinkling in the distance behind us. It’s never 
unexpected when Carl’s driving, or when I have to teach 
manners first hand. Carl’s smile widens some. 


“Just get us back home for the chopper, you can play with 
these guys after that, yeah?” | tell him, considering once 
more the precious cargo we're carrying. | can’t afford for 


anything else to happen to Chloe today that isn’t good for 
her. 


“Roger that, boss. | still have a full tank and two gears left to 
go. You'll make your chopper,” he observes dryly, as the 
viper screams up a notch, pushing us back into our seats as 
Carl takes the turn off with all the ease of a professional 
warming up his tires before the lap that counts. 


By the time we get back to my place, there’s a pleasing 
distance between us and the wailing of sirens, which is 
muted by the deep thumping of the chopper as it settles on 
the roof. | give Carl a Knowing glance over the bridge of my 
shades. He gives the thumbs up, in his element and 
relishing the chance to prove his worth yet again. | know he 
can get himself and the car off the road in minutes, as well 
as have a little of his own fun along the way. My concern 
right now is getting to the Don and trying to justify my 
companion. 


There’s a roof full of suits, huge men ushering us forward 
with strong arms, funneling us straight into the waiting 
helicopter. 


The Chopper is Don Valencia’s pet name for his gigantic 
bird. The helipad on my roof barely holds it and the crew, 
mostly the Don’s own guards. I’m surprised at how Chloe 
doesn’t flinch, doesn’t even blink at anything that’s 
happened so far. 


| can feel a swelling of pride as well as my own arousal as | 
look at her climbing aboard the huge craft, which is closed 
up tight and back in the air in seconds, a smaller, buzzing 
craft following up the rear carrying the extra security and 
acting as a decoy if needed. 

| pay my respects to Don Valencia, whose face is as sour as 
the mood in the air around him. Chloe sits silent, eyes front, 
with her hands folded neatly in her lap. 


“Who the fuck is this?” The Don asks, his tinny voice in both 
my ears through the headsets we've put on, “Let me guess. 
Chloe?” he says, with scathing sarcasm. 


He wags a thickly gloved finger at me, with a deadly serious 
look, which | manage to soften, figuring he has a right to 
know. He'll find out anyway. 


“This is Chloe Carter, Don Valencia. Hudson Carter’s 
daughter. She’s my-” 


But his thick, smoky laugh cuts me short, even startling 
Chloe. 


“Dio santo. You always know how to surprise an old man 
Michael Valentin. Little Mickey Valentine. Ha! Just when | 
have you pegged for a piece of fairy bread, you bring mea 
prize bull. This one with a ring in his nose. Bravo boy! 
Bravo!” 


| shoot Chloe what’s supposed to be an apologetic look, but 
she’s looking out the window. It pains me a little, but it's 
better the Don thinks | kidnapped her over the truth right 
now. For all our sakes. 


The skyline of the city reaches up like a series of glimmering 
fingers, piercing through the low morning fog. Even | don’t 
know where we're headed, but we soon begin our descent 
after half an hour in the air, on the roof of one of the biggest 
buildings. 


“You'll stay here, until further notice, | need to meet with 
Benetti and the other family heads. This business has to be 
dealt with.” the Don informs me gruffly. | nod, stifling the 
mild panic I feel, realizing he might want to take Chloe with 
him; resolving to refuse him if it comes to that, but he seems 
busy enough with everything else on his mind. 


“Go!” he says impatiently, putting on a large pair of 
sunglasses as the doors open. Before the headsets come off, 
he has a few final words. 


“Look after your little friend, eh?” He smiles, then adds more 
seriously, “l'Il be in touch. Under no circumstances are you 
to leave the top floor, or call anyone until my say so. 
Capisce?” 


“Yes, Don Valencia,” | say, dipping my head in front of him, 
“and thank you,” | say finally, before helping Chloe out of 
the bird and onto the wet tarmac of the building’s helipad. 


There’s less men on guard when the Don isn’t staying, but 
it’s still a strange sight. A half dozen men in suits on a city 
rooftop, all wearing earpieces, bulging jackets and dark 
glasses on a frigid morning. 


The Don’s security is tight, and we’re guided to the top floor 
suite as we are led from the chopper. As soon as we're in, 
they all but disappear. | know we're in a Safe place, and only 
have to do what the Don said, stay put. Which suits me just 
fine right now. 


As soon as we're alone, we gravitate towards each other and 
| find myself just wanting to hold Chloe close, letting her 
know I’m here to protect her. 


| can tell she’s upset by something still, and fighting back 
her tears she tells me some of what she wanted to earlier. 


“| overheard my Father last night, he’s accepted a contract... 
with Michelangelo Benetti... for your life,” she manages, 
before the tears take over and she’s sobbing against my 
chest. | hold her tight, stroking back her hair. 

“| know,” | whisper, kissing her head gently, “I know he did.” 
She pulls back from me suddenly, “What do you mean you 
know? How could you possibly know?” 

“It’s a long story,” | begin to explain to her. 


“We seem to have time,” she observes bitterly, fully 
removing herself from me, which hurts more than her words. 


“Benetti was found dead this morning,” | announce, coldly. | 
want to see her reaction before | ask her my next question or 
tell her anything of what’s really happening. Just the 
paranoiac in me, | guess. But | need to know where things 
stand with her Father before | tell her everything. 


“Dead?” she says, sinking onto the edge of a plush couch, 
staring out in front of her, “but he was speaking to him, just 
a few hours ago...” 


“Was your Father at home all last night?” | ask, trying my 
best not to sound like a detective. 


“Yes. | didn’t sleep a wink and know he was there the whole 
time. | only left when I-” 


| move over to her, sitting down next to her and taking her 
hand, “When you what? What happened Chloe, what is it?” 


She only starts sobbing again, leaning into me and burying 
her face in my body, which almost swallows her whole, 
mimicking my own desire for her, to be complete within her. 
To fill her and be drenched in her. 


| have a million questions, but know it’s best to let her get it 
out of her system. | discreetly check my watch after what 
feels like an hour, but has only been around ten minutes. 
She’s asleep in my arms. 


| pick her up, gently so as not to wake her, then cross the 
room to one of the bedrooms. Her hair on my face, and the 
feeling of the softness of her chest against mine stirs me to 
attention quickly. The softness of her breathing in time with 
the beating of my heart makes me yearn for her even more 
as | lay her softly on the vastness of the king size bed. 


| stand over her, feeling the need for her stronger than ever, 
the ache in my pants is nothing compared to the one inside 
my chest, crying out to be inside her, at one with her. 


“Stay with me...” she murmurs, one of her soft hands 
reaching out for mine, which I take. | climb onto the bed 


next to her, feeling the fullness of her back and rear 
pressing up against me, completing our physical shape and 
soon, we both fall into a dreamless, deep sleep that only 
exhaustion brings. 


CHAPTER 12 


Chloe 


The sound of running water wakes me, slowly. | feel like | 
haven't really slept, but the reflex in my mind to panic, to 
worry is gone. | feel safe at least. | sigh dreamily, hugging 
the pillow at the memory of Mickey, the knowledge I’m with 
him now. That I’m his. 


| throw my arm out behind me, expecting it to meet his hard 
body, but there’s only an empty bed. Startled, | sit up, 
craning my neck to hear the sounds washing through the 
huge penthouse suite, the bedroom I’m in has the door 
Slightly ajar. 

| need to use the bathroom anyway, but choose to follow my 
ears over using the bedroom’s bath. | follow the sounds, 
then the smells. What | see in the hallway makes my heart 
melt, after it skips a beat. 


Rose petals. Hundreds, thousands of rose petals, brilliant red 
and some white; fresh from dozens of roses which line the 
wide hall, set in crystal vases. | can hear Mickey humming a 
tune coming from another bedroom before | get to the huge 
bathroom’s door. He spots me in the reflections from the 
endless glass and mirrors, pretending not to see me. A coy 
smile playing on his lips. 

He’s wearing a white robe and | suddenly feel overdressed. A 
bigger part of me is wishing I’d used the other bathroom 
first. The scent from the bath oils reminds me of Mickey. It’s 
woodsy, not too sweet and with a little something else, 
which | can’t place. 


From the light outside, overlooking the vast cityscape, | 
figure it's late afternoon. “Did | oversleep?” | ask confidently, 
deliberately overlooking the view, roses and obscene luxury 
of the entire suite. | try and sound as natural as | can. 


Mickey cocks a brow and getting up from the edge of the 
bath, lights a few more candles without turning to face me 
just yet, keeping his eye on me from the mirrors, which show 
me every side of him, which is great. Not so great for me, as | 
can see every angle of my own figure as well. 


“| figured you needed it,” he says absently, finally turning to 
face me, his eyes running over me with satisfaction, which is 
something new for me to get used to. “I ran you a bath, the 
flowers were a bit much? But the florist said he had a whole 
ton to get rid of anyway...” 


| can tell he’s lying, but don’t care. It’s the most beautiful 
thing anyone’s ever done for me, and despite my own 
bathroom dilemma, | feel a flush of my own arousal warming 
through me, heightened by the heady steam from the bath 
and the sight of Mickey’s chest showing through his robe. 
His feet in neat white slippers make me smile. A softer side 
of him to be sure. 


“| laid a robe out in the bedroom...” he says absently, his 
eyes fixed on my chest as | notice a pulsing bulge in his 
robe, which quickly becomes obvious as his own arousal. 


“Who needs a robe?” | challenge him, really wishing I’d 
taken the chance to pee now, but not wanting to miss the 
chance of seeing what’s behind door number one, either. 


“We've got plenty of time,” Mickey assures me, flushing a 
little as he sits on the edge of the bath again, trying to hide 
his manhood, but only succeeding in making it completely 
upright. 


| feel my breath catch, moving over to him, bending without 
a word and peeling the robe back to reveal his pulsing fat 


dick as it swings out in front of my face. | catch it greedily 
with both hands and suddenly feel more out of my depth 
than ever in my whole life. 


Mickey lets out a low groan of pleasure, stroking my hair 
back over my ear. He tilts my face to look at me. “We can go 
Slow y’ know. | want you like nothing on earth Chloe but we 
can go slowly if you want.” 


| hear myself swallow with a dry mouth. | want Mickey too, 
but | guess | should tell him. His cock is so hard, so strong, 
and so big. | gulp again at the thought of it inside me, 
feeling like | want it more than anything though. 


“Mickey, l... I’ve never...” | manage to stammer, before he 
covers himself and scoops me up into his arms, stroking my 
hair again, something | realize | like when he does it this 
way, when he’s holding me. 


“Chloe,” He whispers. “I don’t want you to think I was trying 
to...” 


“No!” | blurt out, “I want to. | really do. It’s just... | need to... 
l'II be back in a minute.” | leave him standing a little 
confused, but promise l'Il be right back. After a quick pit 
stop, freshen up and change into my robe in the other 
bathroom, plus a generous swig from the in-house 
mouthwash, | feel a /ot more ready. More than ready for 
Mickey now. 


Letting out a little squeak of excitement, | rush back to him, 
back into his waiting arms. Pressing my mouth over his as he 
lifts me up, lighter than air into the heaven of his hard, 
chiseled frame. | feel my hands running over him, reading 
his heat like another language, as my own wetness 
increases. 


“Well.” he exclaims, pausing for breath, “I guess you’ve 
decided you’re ready after all.” 


| nod greedily, so happy to please him, more eager than ever 
for him to finally pleasure me like I’ve dreamed a thousand 
times. 


“I want you so bad, Chloe,” he growls, grinding me into his 
rock hard abs as I clench my legs around his torso. 


“I want you more,” | counter. “I need you inside me, 
Mickey... | can’t wait, just fuck me now!” 


He kisses me deeply, his broad hands pushing my robe off 
my shoulders and cupping my swollen chest, expertly 
kneading my hard nipples, which feel like frozen rivets, 
pulsing an electric current from his fingertips to my clit. 


| feel his stubble tickle my chin, my cheeks. Our breathing 
frantic between us as | feel my teeth chattering with 
excitement, aching for him to push himself inside- 


“Ahem. Uh. Sorry Mr. Valentine...” 


A sharp scream escapes me, and in the mirror behind 
Mickey, | can see one of the men who was on the roof when 
the helicopter dropped us off. 


Mickey sets me down. Covering me back up, before 
snatching the phone from the outstretched hand. He curses 
in Italian, with the mirrored shades of the man revealing 
nothing. If he saw everything or nothing at all, he’s not 
giving anything away. 


CHAPTER 13 


Mickey 


Holy mother of Christ! 


If it was anyone else, anywhere else, this guy would be base 
jumping from the fucking balcony right now. Apart from 
being the same size as me, he’s Don Valencia’s number one 
man, next to myself, so if he interrupts me when I’m about 
to have a special moment with the woman | choose over any 
other, | know it’s important. 


“Don Valencia.” | answer, trying not to sound as mad as | 
feel. He’s choking with laughter on the other end of the line. 


“Your little friend, eh? It sounded like you were torturing our 
guest. Mr. Valentine... Ah! To be young again. Enjoy it before 
it shrivels up like a... Ah. Never mind.” 


| look over, to scowl at the guard, but he’s gone again. These 
men are like fucking ghosts. 


“Mickey! This is a serious call, don’t waste my time making 
me wait for you to finish stuffing cannoli!” 


| grind my jaw, waiting for his ribbing to end, grateful he can 
see through me though, and that he doesn’t appear too 
upset about Chloe not being tortured and beaten, in the 
traditional sense. 


“I’ve met with the others, Mickey. It wasn’t easy, let me tell 
you. These pigs, they’re our sworn enemies, and | had to sit 
and listen to them talk so much shit.” 


Anyway. This fuck Carter, he has to go. It’s unanimous. 
Trouble is, he’s got too much dirt on these pricks, it’s all 
timed to be sent to the papers, the feds, even social fucking 


media, unless he’s in one piece long enough to stop it. Y’ 
with me?” 


| feel myself nodding, tracing Chloe’s chest with my tongue 
in my mind, and feeling the hardness between my legs 
twitching back to life. 


“Uh. Yes! Yes, Don Valencia. He’s covered his ass alright by 
the sounds of it. Anyone working with him on that part?” 


| hear the old man wheezing quietly. 


“That’s what I’m calling to ask you Michael.” He says, calling 
me by my birth name and in a tone which is reserved for life 
or death questions. 


“It sounds like you’re at least ha/f a foot deep in the only 
one we think Carter could be working with on this... 
unless...” 


“No! No, Don Valencia. Don’t even say it. I’m not with Carter 
and neither is his daughter.” 


| sincerely fucking hope not anyway. 


Silence. A match strikes, then thin wet lips roll on a fresh 
cigar. Dentures clicking as he lets his silence weigh in, 
waiting for me to add more cement to my own mix if needed. 


“Alright.” He says dryly. “You’re to stay put for now, but if | 
find out the girl’s in with Carter...” 


The line goes dead. | know the risk I’m taking but Chloe’s 
with me, | know it. | feel it. 


My double reappears, holding his hand out for the phone, 
which he takes with him. Following him to the door, | 
observe the sudden lack of phones throughout the whole 
suite and feel the bolt of my own realization in time with the 
sound of the one outside the main door being drawn across. 


Something tells me we're not Don Valencia’s guests 
anymore. 


Knowing we're at least alone for a while, | head back into the 
bathroom, not expecting to see Chloe there at all, but she is. 
And she’s ready for me. 


A part of my heart’s not in it, not until | see the same 
tortured look in her eyes that feels like the mirror of my own 
soul. We have a burden, each of us, but this thing between 
us, we need to set it right. 


She bites her lower lip, before shyly opening her robe fully. | 
can see her in the glow of the candlelight and from the 
reflected light in the tub. She’s drawn the shades and | hear 
the soft satisfied sounds of a man awakening to his destined 
union once again. The urgency replaced with a new desire, 
to feed her and to fill her. To complete her in the best 
possible way. 


“Mickey-” 
She starts to speak, but I’m through talking. Her body seems 


to feel that more than her mind at first, until we touch again, 
then nothing else matters. 


Reacquainted with my hardness, she delights in pleasing 
me, as well as exploring me, but | soon feel the rising urge of 
my own release. Almost too soon for my liking. | scoop her 
up and move to carry her to the bedroom, but she shakes 
her head. 


“| want you, right here, Michael.” She says, turning around, 
and bending herself over in front of me, she gasps aloud as 
she holds her swollen sex wider open for me to see. A clear 
line of her wetness running down the inside of her creamy 
white thighs. 


Hearing her say my name like that is like water on a hot 
stone and | feel myself thicken with an almost painful ache 
as | place my hands on either side of her waist. 


Her hands reached around, groping for the heat of my cock, 
which begins to twitch uncontrollably in her hands, the first 


strands of precome flowing from me like water. It feels so 
good, as her flat palm crosses my smoothness, finding the 
hardness of my shaft, which she begins to guide into her 
with the confidence of an experienced lover. 


| hear myself moaning, the threat of my own climax is so 
close, | grit my teeth, forcing myself to hold on, holding it all 
for her, until she’s felt the full pleasure of what | want to give 
her. 


She guides my swollen head up against her steaming lips, 
parted by my size, then she circles herself with it, her knees 
starting to tremble as she struggles to maintain control. She 
grips the edge of the bath, dipping her back to present 
herself to me, thrusting herself back onto my cock. 


“Fuck me Michael! Fuck me, please!” 


It’s all the encouragement my body needs, and my entire 
length enters her in one stroke, filling her with every inch as 
she cries out in ecstasy, her legs collapsing as | take her 
weight easily, her wetness twitching around the base of my 
shaft. 


| feel stronger inside her, like I've completed a circuit 
somewhere within myself. It’s nothing for me to grow even 
harder with every gentle stroke, growing to a concentrated 
rhythm as she grinds herself back onto my length, her ass 
pressing up against my belly with every stroke. Her eyes 
wide and mouth open, almost in disbelief as she feels what 
it’s like to be made a woman for the first time. 


When she shudders harder, her first full climax washing over 
her from me, | let myself go inside her. The white, pulsing 
heat of my thickness swells, jerking deep inside her, finally 
filling her with my seed, my desire for her, and for our future 
carried with it. 


She cries out, again and again, her climax extended by each 
movement of our bodies. Instead of feeling myself waning, | 


feel a new level of desire flushing through my body. Chloe 
purrs with delight, as she too is ready for the next chapter in 
our erotic adventure, feeling the same way as I do, that 
we've only just started. 


She flexes herself, arching her back, before grinding back 
down on me as | thrust into her with renewed energy and 
force. Chloe likes it fast as much as she likes it slow, and | 
can tell it’s going to be a long while before either of us is 

tired of this part of getting to know each other better. 


CHAPTER 14 


Chloe 


If I'd have known it was this good, | would’ve just got down 
on all fours in the restaurant. Fuck Giorgio and his 
waitressing. | feel like the best kept secret has been revealed 
to me, and I’ve got access to all areas of Mickey Valentine, 
and I’m on top of the world. But something’s still awkward. 
There’s not a hundred percent transparency between us, 
and | know Mickey can feel it too. He’s got his secrets and 
I’ve got mine. 


Do we have to even tell each other everything? Does it even 
matter? How can two people tell each other every little 
thing in one day? 

| want this to last forever, this feeling right now. Lying next 
to Mickey Valentine, his hard body finally spent and mine as 
limp as a kitten in his arms, both of us finally satisfying the 
itch between us we were destined to scratch. 


But something else does matter to him, | can tell. It’s not 
just about sex either, as amazing as that is with him. 


| roll over, un-spooning myself to face him, He props his 
head up on his hand and strokes my face with the other, 
sending shivers down my spine all over again. Every touch 
from him is like a switch being thrown, it ignites something 
in me, in both of us. Something that I’ve never felt before. 


“We're stuck here, aren’t we?” | ask, finally deciding to get 
something out in the open. “Is it because of me?” | ask, 
probing him without sounding like it matters. 


| see the light from his face dim. Not disappearing, just 
getting darker for a second. 


“We're not free to go, if that’s what you mean. Don Valencia, 
he’s got more sway than | do. We just have to sit tight until 
he works something out.” 


“It’s about my Father, isn’t it?” | ask. 


Mickey sighs, rolling onto his back and closing his eyes, 
before he takes one of my hands in his, squeezing it gently. 


“You said you overheard your Father,” he begins. | make an 
encouraging sound, wanting him to go on. 


“| just need to know, Chloe-” 


| flip myself over on top of him. Pinning both his hands 
above his head. He smiles, then laughs, pretending to be 
surprised at being my prisoner. 


| lean down to kiss him, “I don’t work for my Father,” is all | 
say. The satisfaction in his eyes is enough for me, as much 
as my answer is for him. Because it’s true. 


“It’s beautiful...” | murmur, sitting up and tracing my fingers 
across the smooth lines of art on Mickey’s chest. “What’s it 
for? | mean... What does it mean? To you?” 


| hope it’s not the wrong thing to say, but Mickey’s face 
darkens again, and he puts his hands over mine, stopping 
them from tracing the tattoo. 


He seems thoughtful for a long while, then his face and his 
hands soften. He sighs through his nose before continuing. 


“A long time ago, | did something. Something stupid...” 


| motion him with my eyes to go on. | want to hear his story, 
| can’t believe he’d think getting such beautiful ink would 
be stupid. 


“| let my baby brother drive a car...” 
There’s such a pained look in his eyes, I just listen. 


“Ricky, that’s my Brother,” he continues, “He was a real 
loose cannon back then. A real party animal, still is. Well... | 


let him take a car, a Family car. Knowing he was going to 
party. | lied and told our boss it was only me driving, then | 
let Ricky take it while | went on a job.” 


“Spencer Burns. He was the guy | went on the job with he 
was older, about the same age as me now. l'Il never forget 
that name as long as | live. He drove us in his car, while | let 
Ricky take the other car... stupid...” 


“What happened?” | hear myself asking. | feel bad for 
interrupting, but the pain in Mickey’s eyes is killing me. | 
can’t change the past, but | want him to know | can be here 
for him now, whatever he’s done, it doesn’t matter to me. 
What matters to me is him here and now. 


Mickey gives me a small smile, taking my face in one of his 
huge hands again. 


“Fate. Fate happened.” 


| get a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach, like | don’t want 
to hear the story now, but | know | need to hear it, for 
Mickey’s sake. He blows out some air between puffed 
cheeks. 


“On the way back from our job, we got hit. A drunk driver, 
he’d run a red light. Spencer was killed instantly. Me? | 
somehow survived with just a bump on the head...” 


... So this guy, the drunk. | figure I’m gonna go make 
whatever's left of his life a living hell. But when | get to the 
car, put my hands around his throat, it’s my brother. Its little 
Ricky. He’s all cut up and broken, like a little bird.” 


| take Mickey face in my hands, stroking his cheeks as | feel 
a tear running down my own. 


“... He was sixteen. Too young to drive and no way he would 
survive on the inside. There was no other way out... | put 
Spencer’s body in the driver’s seat of our car and lay Ricky 
in the back, like a passenger. | got into his wrecked car and 
held my hand on the horn until somebody called the cops...” 


“You did that for Ricky? Was he alright, is he okay?” | ask, 
genuinely concerned now. 


“He was beat up, his leg. Turns out | shouldn’t have moved 
him, but at the time, who knew? | sure didn’t. | came clean 
to the Family, to the Don, but | had to take the rap for the 
accident. Second degree manslaughter. | got fifteen years, 
but was out in four. Ricky got compensated by the family. | 
got the restaurant as penance, so | never forget. It’s where 
we left from that night...” 


“And this?” | ask, spreading my hands over the wings, 
resting my thumbs inside the hard lines of his chest. 


“A guy started it in the joint. It was something | thought 
would make it right somehow. | had it finished when | got 
out.” 


“It’s beautiful...” | say again softly, “thank you for telling 
me.” | add, and I peck his cheek. 


“The only man | ever killed, and | never laid a hand on him,” 
he says, turning his face away so I can’t see the emotion in 
his face. 


CHAPTER 15 


Mickey 


After spilling my guts about Ricky to someone, the only one 
in about twenty years, | figure Chloe’s about to tell me 
what’s eating her. Why she still seems so bothered by 
something, even after all we’ve been through today. 


“Your turn,” | casually say, letting the space between us shift 
to her side of things for a change. She looks puzzled. 


“What d’ you mean?” she asks innocently. 


“There’s something eating at you Chloe, and it’s not just 
Mickey Valentine,” | tease her, tickling her under her ribs. 
The Don set us up in Spartan style here. Part of his plan to 
keep us under wraps, | figure. 


Her look goes past me and gets serious. A face which 
suddenly doesn’t include me, or anything we’ve been 
smiling about for the past few hours. 


“There’s nothing to tell,” she finally says, rolling over and 
hugging her pillow. She’s not mad or upset, it’s just the end 
of that topic of conversation. 


| open my mouth to say something, then think better of it. | 
can afford to relax for a few hours anyway. | don’t want to 
pressure Chloe into telling me something which might just 
be my imagination anyway. 


| kiss her shoulder gently, tickling it with my chin and lay 
back myself. “It’s alright, babe,” | let her know. “I guess | feel 
weird about talking about Ricky after all these years. | don’t 
mean to sound like | expect you to tell me every little thing 
about you in the first few hours...” 


A bit would be nice though. Maybe some more about that 
Dad of yours. 


She’s quiet and after a while, | figure she must be asleep. | 
nearly nod off a few times myself, before | sit up again, 
rethinking the situation, trying to imagine the best way 
forward without putting her in too much danger. 


The first step is getting us both out of here and away from 
the family, even for just a while, until | can hopefully take 
care of the whole Carter business myself. 


“| need to get back to my apartment,” she finally says softly. 
| can tell she’s been crying quietly. | want to hold her again, 
but a bigger part of me is stuck on getting the facts straight 
and getting Carter sorted out for good. 


“We're kinda stuck here for now.” | remind us both, “If it's 
money and whatnot... Like | said, you’re working for me 
now.” 


She rolls over, her eyes smiling with mischief. “Working 
under you...” 


“And on top of me...” | respond, feeling a familiar sense of 
arousal returning, I’ve lost count how many times now. 

“In front of you.” she giggles. 

“Beside me,” | say, trying not to join her laughing. | need to 
think, and fooling around won't get us out of here. 


“Why don’t you take a bath baby?” | suggest, “Then we can 
have a bite. All that food out there... before they yanked the 
phones, | called room service for all those flowers and acres 
of food. The pasta will be cold by now though.” 


“| love cold pasta!” she says, getting up from the bed, giving 
me the perfect view of her naked behind as she saunters off 
to the bathroom, giving me a wink over her shoulder. 


“Aren’t you coming with me?” she asks coyly. 
“| need to let the skin grow back on it.” | joke. 


“Gross.” she calls from the bathroom, and in no time | hear 
the shower running. 


| guess I still have a bit of the daredevil in me, | can’t see 
how a round table of old men, who haven't seen any action 
for half a century can make clear decisions about a lunatic 
like Carter holding so much over them. They’re sworn 
enemies, so | can almost hear the entire summit being a 
rehash of every old grudge and petty gripe from the past 
forty years. 


They do have his daughter though. That’s their ace in the 
hole. 


“And Valencia knows I’m drilling her, got me right where he 
wants me.” | hear myself saying out loud. 


Where is that exactly? Where does he want you? He told you 
to stay put. Maybe just to make it easier to get rid of you 
both when the time comes? 


Nah. Don Valencia wouldn’t whack me. Not over this. 


But he’d erase Chloe in a heartbeat, so would all those other 
old bastards, even if they could see how wonderful she is. 
The Don would be keeping the fact he has her to himself, | 
know that much. He’d be a fool if he didn’t. 


| need to get out of this place, without risking Chloe. 


| hear the shower stop, calling out for her to leave it running. 
A shower and a change of clothes, even if it’s only sweats 
and a T-shirt is just what | need. 


Chloe’s drying her hair as I slip into the shower, her eyes 
lighting up, scanning my whole body; fixing her eyes on my 
cock as it moves from side to side when | start to cover 
myself with soap. 


| put my hands out when she tries to jump in, turning her on 
her heel and smacking her beautiful behind, gently shoving 


her away from me, even though we can both see I’m at half- 
mast again. Always hungry for more of her. 


“| need to shower now, you’re too much of a distraction. I'll 
never be clean with you around. Go! Eat! And save me 
some!” | want her so bad again already, and I’m sending her 
away for my own good, not hers. If we were anywhere else, | 
might be organizing for a permanent holiday across the 
border. 


Maybe that’s where we can go? 


A shower restores my mind, while the food restores my body. 
Keto can fuck off for a while. | need fuel and lots of it if I’m to 
keep up with Chloe’s physical appetites. And for me, that 
means lots of wholesome, home style foods. It makes me so 
glad to see her eating her share as well, not being shy about 
anything. 

| almost feel my appetite for dessert go when | hear, then 
see Valencia’s goon return. At least | heard him this time, | 
tell myself, as | take the phone from his outstretched hand. 
Chloe blushes, excusing herself and | study the guard with 
renewed interest as | let him helps himself to a pastry with 
Don Valencia filling me in on the latest. 


CHAPTER 16 


Chloe 


Seeing the guard, mobster, whoever he is again, gives me 
the creeps. He saw everything Mickey and me were doing. | 
mean everything! | even saw parts of myself in those mirrors 
I’ve never dreamt of looking at. 


| don’t mind sharing myself with Mickey, but there’s no way | 
can look that guy in the eyes again, even if he is wearing 
mirrored shades. He seems to linger for a while, even after | 
leave the table. | can hear Mickey asking him before he even 
takes the phone if he’s been there all day, and offers him 
some of those delicious cannoli, to which he replies he’s 
finishing his shift soon, right after his call; but then he’s 
gone again. | can hear the door being bolted behind him. 


| guess it’s no real difference here or at my dad’s. At least 
Mickey’s here. | wonder when he’s going to spring us from 
here. It seems unlike him to want to be cooped up like this. 


| edge my way back to the dining area, then stop short. | 
don’t mean to eavesdrop, but | don’t want to walk in on 
Mickey’s calls either. He needs his space to do what he has 
to, but I’m still shocked at the gist of their conversation. 


“ ..Because /can vouch for her Don Valencia! She’s not 
Hudson Carter, she’s spent most of her life away...| know... 
Yes! | see...” 


| know the call is all about me and | can’t help but feel bad 
for Mickey, he defends me, at least that’s what it sounds like. 
But | can get the general idea from the bits and pieces I’m 
catching. They want to make sure I’m not working with my 
dad. But there’s something else. 


Mickey goes quiet, then only murmurs answers, before he 
finally goes into the other room and shuts the door. | want to 
follow and listen again, but have to remind myself about 
what | was thinking only a little while ago. 


I’m not telling him every little thing either, like about finding 
out I’m adopted. So why should | expect Mickey to tell me 
every little thing about what’s happening in his world? 


Because it’s about me, that’s why. 


I’ve crept back to where the food is, gnawing on some cold 
garlic bread, when Mickey comes out again. He’s trying the 
phone, feigning surprise when he can’t make a call out. 
Within moments, we’re both joined by the guard again, who 
Mickey seems to want to talk to all of a sudden. 


He takes the phone back, sneering when Mickey says he 
couldn’t call out. 


“Very sorry. Mr. Valentine, but Don Valencia specifically...” 
the guy pauses for a huge yawn, surprising himself, before 
finishing his sentence, “... It’s just how it is right now. 
Nothing personal, Mr. Valentine...” 


Mickey’s watching him closely, and the guy looks startled for 
a moment, before he seems to realize something. He looks at 
the tray of cannoli, then up at Mickey, he reaches for his 
pocket, then falls face forward. Mickey taking his weight 
before he does any real damage. 


“Quick!” Mickey hisses to me, “help me get his clothes off!” 


| stare at him blankly, wondering why the guy flaked like 
that, but then, more worried why Mickey wants me to get 
him naked all of a sudden. 


A mild sense of panic, ‘what the fuck have | let myself in for’ 
washes over me, until laughing to himself, Mickey sets my 
mind at ease. 


He produces the tiny bottle of pills | had in my pocket, the 
ones | lifted from my dad’s place. He rattles them while 
giving me a quick little evil laugh. 


“Now hurry! | need to switch places with this guy, he’s due 
to finish work in like one minute!” 


| follow Mickey’s lead, getting the two hundred twenty 
pound gorilla out of his suit, pausing to observe that Mickey, 
although about the same build, is way hotter. 


“What do I wear?” | ask hurriedly, wondering aloud how | fit 
into the escape plan. 


Mickey’s face gets serious again. 


“Chloe. Remember when | asked you to trust me, without 
question?” | nod, knowing where he’s going with this. 


“| need you to trust me again, Chloe. Just keep this guy 
covered up in the bed, just like he’s me but asleep and l'Il be 
back in time to get you. l'Il have squared it away with the 
Don, so you, | mean we, will be free to go again. Okay?” 


There’s truth in his eyes, but there’s a part to the plan he 
isn’t discussing with me. I’m scared as hell, but | know | need 
to trust him. 


He’s only just barely finished putting the guy in the bed and 
slipping his shades on himself, when another guard pokes 
his head through the suite’s front door. 


“You coming Frank? My old lady won’t wait forever if you 
want that lift.” 


“Uh... | gotta use the can.” Mickey hollers, trying his best to 
sound like sleeping beauty here. 


“Have some food while you wait.” he adds, and | hear the 
other guy who's bigger, coming into the suite. 


“Get him to eat a Cannoli!” Mickey whispers, kissing me 
quickly, before ducking into the bathroom. 


| do my best sweet talking, nice but respectful, offering the 
guy’ who’s more like a gorilla some of the Cannoli. 


“Uhh. We really shouldn’t” he says, eyeing the pastry, “it’s 
not what we-” 


| lean in close. Making sure he can see down my top. “I won’t 
tell. Plus, your friend already had two.” | wink and then give 
a giggle, shaking the girls for him to seal the deal. 


“Two, eh?” he says, flushing, before helping himself to a 
small plateful of the sweets and heading back out to the 
hall, calling behind himself. 


“Two minutes, Frank! Then you’re walkin’!” 


Mickey darts out of the bathroom once he’s gone, and once 
again, | ask him to take me with him, pleading this time. 


“Look! Who’s to say these guys, Valencia, won't want me out 
of the way for good? How do I know you can even get back 
here in time?” | want to protest more, but Mickeys firm 
embrace and his mouth on mine dispels all my fears in one 
second. 


“Because | told you,” he says, lifting the mirrored shades to 
give me a wink and a smile, “You have to trust me, Chloe. | 
won’t let you down.” 


The thudding sound from the hall is his cue to leap into 
action again. 

“Whose number two going to be, me?” | joke as | help 
Mickey drag his body inside. 

“Not a bad idea.” He says instantly. “Lay ‘em both side by 
side in the bed. Find something to tie them with, maybe 
tape to cover their mouths...” 

“What if they wake up?” | suddenly realize, grabbing him 
before he’s gone for good. 


He smiles again, fishing in number twos jacket as we 
undress him, letting out a shout of disbelief as he produces 


what looks like a cannon. 


“Uh. Maybe take the other one,” he says, matter of fact, 
Sliding the top and flicking the side of the gun, instructing 
me all | need to do is point and squeeze from then on. 


“Aaaand only if it’s life or death,” he adds, using his finger to 
direct the barrel of the smaller gun I’m holding away from 
him. 

| want to argue, but Mickey’s halfway out the door, peeking 
into the corridor to see if the coast is still clear. 


“I'll bolt the door behind me. Just hide if anyone comes in 
again, we're in bed, sleeping, remember?” 


| give him a shaky thumbs up and he kisses me again, 
before slipping out the door in total silence. 


CHAPTER 17 


Mickey 


Why couldn’t you just take her with you, dumbass? 
That question gets answered at least three times on the way 


to the elevator as | run into more guards making their 
rounds. 


“See ya tomorrow.” 
“See ya Frank, where’s Paul? Did he leave already?” 
“Is he still giving you a ride?” 


“Yeah. | gotta hustle if | wanna beat his old lady from takin 

off.” | mumble, realizing impressions were never my strong 
suit, but all these guys look and sound the same, plus Il’ma 
dead ringer for Frank, so it seems to be working. 


The elevator to the lobby is a private one, opening ina 
private corner of the entrance to the building. Another guard 
is there, reading the sports pages. He glances at me, nods, 
then checks his watch. 


“Where's Paul?” He asks, suddenly interested there’s only 
one of me. 


| feel a line of sweat run down the middle of my back, my 
whole body priming to take this guy down if it comes to that. 


“How long you been here? Less than ten minutes?” | hear 
myself asking gruffly. 


The guard nods, “I just got here man, don’t chew me out.” 


“Paul’s wife.” | exclaim apologetically, “She came early, for 
once in his whole married life! Now | have to walk home!” | 


guffaw and almost cry with relief when | hear the guard 
doing the same. 


He’s shaking his finger at me, his paper rustling in time with 
his man tits hitting it as he laughs. 


“Hal First time she’s come early. Good one. | wouldn’t let her 
hear you say that though. See ya tomorrow.” he finally says; 
and | steal past the empty reception desk, hoping there’s no 
more little surprises waiting for Frank or Paul, or for old 
Mickey Valentine. 


Downtown, there’s no way | can get to Carter fast. But he’d 
be expecting me. | would be if | was in his shoes. There 
wouldn’t be much point in trying to hide either, not with the 
Dons all in a meeting, trying to decide whether to let him 
have his own way or not. It sounds like he’s holding all the 
cards at the moment, except one. 


Chloe. 


| need to make sure | deal with Carter, then get back to her 

long before the nights through. | go through Frank’s pockets 
as | walk, trying to look casual. Like a guy who’s just looking 
for his phone or fishing for change. | find his phone, useless 
when locked. But there’s money. A thick roll of cash. 


Great. How to blend in like a fucking billionaire. 


Way to keep a low profile guys. Nothing but a 50mm hand 
cannon and about fifty heavy in my pocket, with a phone | 
can’t use. 


| get clear of the building, clear of the first few blocks, before 
| decide I’m not being followed, that I’ve got out of the 
building at least. 


| have to do something, and fast. Walking downtown like this 
is just stupid. Hell. Even | can see the bazooka bulging in 
this guy’s jacket. | pick a news stand, and counting on the 
guy’s face to be just what | need, | go for broke. 


“| need to use your phone.” | say, holding out two bills. 


He snatches the money, going behind his counter, running 
them under a black light or whatever it is people use these 
days to believe their money’s real. 


“You a cop?” he asks, cancelling my idea he was a smart guy 
or someone who might prove useful. 


| open my jacket an inch, then he hands me a phone. 


“You... you can keep the money mister | don’t want any 
trouble!” 


| turn my back on him, dialing Carl as | glance around. 
Satisfied the street’s clear, | turn to news man again, who’s 
stopped trembling, a glint in his eye as he strokes the two 
bills after changing his mind yet again. Proving the most 
expensive call I’ve ever made. 


“Carl. I’m downtown... You’re where? Bella. Bella...! Ciao!” | 
beam with satisfaction. Something’s going right for a 
change! 


| give him my location before | hang up. Turns out he’s only 
three blocks away. 


Divine fucking intervention. That's what it feels like. 

“You a talker?” | ask the genius, handing his phone back to 
him. 

“No Sin” he replies instantly, “My memory is shit, too. Fact, | 
don’t even remember starting this conversation...” 

Atta boy! 


| peel some more cash from the roll, shaking his hand with it 
as | hear the familiar sound of a tricked out Dodge turning a 
corner sideways in the distance. 


“| hear you been talkin’, l'II come back here and cut your 
face off.” | say casually, crushing his hand hard enough so 
he knows | mean it. 


Carl’s own face is checking his rear view, letting me know 
he’s in as much of a hurry as | am. Before long, and minus a 
side mirror, we're clear of the city center and will only bea 
story on the news without any footage. | think the car’s 
going way too fast for anyone to even film it. 


Carl drops me off around the corner from Hudson Carter’s 
place, about twenty minutes later. Dusk in the suburbs, with 
most people just getting home from work. It’s a nice 
neighborhood and | hope I don’t have to make a noise. 


| don’t want to end Carter, I'd prefer it if we could set things 
straight, man to man. But his recent track history for doing 
the right thing by people seems to have taken a back seat, 
so a pillow and the desert eagle might be the only solution. 
Carl will be ready to get me out in no time, then back to 
Chloe. 


If Carter plays ball, l'Il just send him home with Carl after 
some quality face time with my fists. He can wait there until 
| fetch Chloe, then | can have Don Valencia decide what to 
do next. Maybe. 


Realistically? | can’t do shit until | know how much of his 
blackmail story checks out, and what’s involved in him not 
setting it all in motion. 


| need to have it out with him either way. The main reason 
for my calling on him though, is to ask for his blessing. For 
Chloe and me. 


If things go south, l'Il just blow his head off, tell Chloe I’m 
very sorry. She'll understand. | could always say Valencia did 
it first, or maybe even Carl. Carl’s a sport, He could take the 
rap. 


Walking up to the house from the opposite side of the street, 
| don’t see any lights on. There’s no car in the drive and 
nothing to show anyone’s home. 


Not totally surprising. A low profile is the order of the day 
when you’re blackmailing half the countries Families in the 
same sitting. 


Something isn’t right though. My gut tells me something’s 
off. | walk down further, then double back, going straight to 
the front door once | notice it’s ajar. 


Glancing behind me, checking the street, | draw the novelty 
sized firearm from my shoulder holster and slip inside, not 
wanting to draw attention to myself being seen with it out in 
public. 


In three seconds, it’s holstered again. The place is fucking 
empty. Even his furniture is gone. There’s not even a scrap 
of paper where his office was. The place smells like an 
operating room. 


Clinically clean and | would wager not even a human hair or 
Skin cell in the place. 


Motherfucker 
How does he do it? 


On atimer, | hear Carl pull up out front, | gave him only a 
few minutes for me to get in, then decide whether to make 
or break the deal, which | realize now isn’t going to happen. 


This guy’s good. He just stiffed the entire mob in one 
afternoon and is holding them to ransom, all working from 
home. 


Not bad. 


Terrible, for me though. | shake my head, asking Carl to 
punch it, right back the way we came. 


His eyes narrow, then he shrugs. He knows that if | don’t 
even have time to switch cars, then its life or death and his 
trademark, maniac grin lights up the interior as we peel 
back to where we’ve just been. 


The drive gives me time to think of a way to get back up to 
the suite, without drawing the attention of the guard 
downstairs. But the closer we get, as | replay everything in 
my mind. The sicker I start to feel. Carl picks up on my mood 
and makes it back to the hotel in record time. He asks if | 
want him to wait. | suggest the underground garage 
opposite, telling him if | don’t show in fifteen minutes, to 
leave without me. 


“You sure?” he asks, uneasy. 


| show him my back in answer, trotting into the building with 
a feigned calm as | start praying like I’ve never prayed 
before in my whole life. 


The empty seat by the elevator draws a cry of disbelief from 
me. The elevator ride up is a long line of dread running 
through my guts, from my heart straight into my soul. 


A soon as the door opens, | expect to see them, maybe guns 
drawn, so | sidestep the inevitable first few shots, but there’s 
nothing. Just an empty corridor. 


| feel panic and sprint to the door of the suite, feeling my 
head starting to shake from side to side as | push it open, 
the lock on it shattered. 


| want to cry out for Chloe, but honestly don’t think | could 
make an intelligible sound. I’m drawn straight to the 
bedroom and when | see them, | cry out. A low, animal cry of 
disbelief and shock. 


I know he’s been here, and | know he has Chloe now. 


The two guards, Frank and Paul are locked in an embrace on 
the bed. Their faces fused, as if kissing. The blast from the 
shotgun making them unrecognizable. 


The phone beside the bed rings, | absently pick it up. | 
expect it’s him, Carter calling to gloat. To let me know he’s 
won. 


But the sound of Chloe stirs me back to reality, 


“Mickey!” She sniffs... “Do whatever he wants! Just do what 
he says.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Chloe 


I’ve never held a gun before. It’s heavy. It smells like 
something from a garage or mechanic shop. It’s sexy as hell, 
but it feels like I’m holding a bomb. | could see how nervous 
Mickey was, with me waving it around, but with those two 
gorillas so close, | keep it close. | pick it up, sitting opposite 
them, jerking it up higher every time one of them even 
breathes a little louder. 


What the hell’s in those pills? | sure hope it’s strong enough. 


It took around a minute or two for each Cannoli to bring 
down a two hundred plus pound gorilla, | think it’s safe to 
say that they work, Chloe. 


| couldn’t shoot them, even if they did wake up. Could I? 


And Mickey, if he really wanted them out of the way, he 
would’ve shot them too. | don’t think they're really bad men. 
| don’t think anybody’s really bad. I think they just make 
bad decisions, maybe get in with the wrong crowd. 


Let’s see what you say when buttercup here’s coming at you 
with his pants down and his friend’s lining up for sloppy 
seconds... 


Shut up! Shut up! 

My anxiety is through the roof, and rightly so. Everything 
was going so well, until these damned men kept interrupting 
me and Mickey. 

| sigh out loud, plopping the gun down on the table way too 


loudly. It frightens me, making me think it might go off, or 
worse, wake them up. 


It’s so heavy. | don’t know how a guy could have something 
digging into his side all day long like that. | let it sit close by 
on the table, within reach, an uneasy feeling with it in my 
hand or out of it. 


Valentine’s Day. 


It pops into my head as | remember my real birthday from 
the certificate in my dad’s office. 


That’s in like the next day or so. Something | never usually 
worry about. | thought it was only for kids with crushes... Oh 
wait. 


| think Mickey and | are well past the crush stage. I’m sure l'Il 
have a bruise or two in the morning to prove it. | know he 
will too. 


Another year older. | try to do the math, working out the 
difference between a February birthday and an August one. 
Factoring in leap years even. Does it make me younger or 
older? 


Either way, this is turning out to be the strangest pre 
birthday I’ve ever had. 


Feeling glad at least, for having slept some earlier in the 
day, | wonder if the next few hours are going to be spent 
babysitting these two guys. Mickey did say he’d only bea 
few hours, right? 


What If he takes all night? What if | turn twenty three 
trapped in a hotel room with Sleepy and Dopey here? 


My paranoia is replaced instantly with fear, as | hear the bolt 
on the front door of the suite being lifted, quietly but loud 
enough for me to hear it. The whole place is so quiet, | can 
even hear the refrigerator humming in the kitchen. 


| freeze, trying not to breathe and cock my head, straining to 
hear the slightest sound. It could be Mickey coming back 
already. It could be another guard, or who knows? 


| feel angry with myself, wasting precious seconds sitting 
frozen to the spot, not even trying to reach for the gun, 
which now feels like it’s a hundred miles away. | look over at 
the two heavy shapes in the bed, suddenly realizing, there’s 
no way one of them is going to pass for me, or any other 
woman. | suddenly feel sick to my stomach. 


Mickey would call out, wouldn’t he? | want to call out to him, 
but how do I know it’s even him? Would anyone else be 
creeping in like this? 

| don’t like it. | slowly move my legs from under my tucked 
position, feeling the pins and needles straight away. | pick 
up the gun, with it sliding loudly across the table | may as 
well be pulling the damned trigger. 


Silence again. | pause, with the gun raised in front of me, 
straining to hear anything, to the point | think maybe | 
imagined the whole thing after all. 


One of the guys on the bed lets out a low, heavy breathing 
sound and it brings me back to reality real quick. It’s so 
loud. | figure whoever has come into the suite will be in here 
any second, so | prime myself, pointing the gun at the open 
door, waiting for them to come in. 


But nothing. Just more silence. 


The refrigerator whirs and rattles, then goes silent too. | can 
hear my heart in my ears, the strain of holding the gun up is 
burning my arms already. | take tiny steps forward, 
struggling to even feel my bare feet on the carpet through 
the prickling ache that makes my feet feel like strange 
balloons. 


It takes a few moments, but | make it to the edge of the 
doorway, with my back to the wall. | keep the gun pointing 
up now, arms close to my chest as | rest it facing up in the 
air, like in the movies. 


The movies don’t show how heavy they are, or how loud 
everything is without scary music. My own breathing sounds 
like a hurricane, but | can’t hear shit beyond it. 


| want Mickey to be here again. | can’t do this anymore. I’m 
starting to feel like l'II just call out and give myself up. 


| can’t do this. 


Then, a click. A tiny little clicking sound. One | recognize 
from the doors leading off the corridor. The suite has fancy 
handles, so quiet and that click. It couldn’t be anything else. 


It sounded further away too. With renewed confidence | peel 
myself from the wall, bringing my head to the edge of the 
doorway. It takes everything | have, but | force myself to 
peer around. One eye first, then my whole head’s sticking 
out into the corridor. 


“Hello Chloe.” 
| gasp, a muted scream stuck in my throat. 


| kick myself for being so stupid as | feel my whole body 
lurching back, away from danger. The gun, a heavy lump 
thudding onto the carpet. 


His eyes are wide, so white against the blackness of the 
room. My struggle is brief, pathetic really, as | feel strong 
arms grab hold of me, spinning me around like a top and 
pressing something over my mouth. It’s only when I can’t 
breathe that | want to scream. 


The taste is worse than the smell. It feels like syrup pouring 
down my throat, | have a splitting headache before | even 
remember to try and fight back, planting one fist behind me, 
hoping to hit something, but only feeling the empty air 
behind me before | feel the nausea rising up. Choking me 
before it all goes black. 


CHAP TER 19 


Mickey 


“How's things, Boss. You okay up there?” 
“ Carle” 


| feel them. Like splinters in my mind, falling into place. As | 
realize so many things all at once. 


His low, muffled laugh is enough to prove I’m right. It starts 
to escalate, to near hysteria, but he calms himself in a split 
second, eager to tell me the rest of what’s obviously been 
building for a very long time. 


“Now, Boss. Don’t be mad...” There’s a new edge to his 
voice, something I’ve never heard before. | guess it’s 
because | never really heard him say too much. Ever. And 
even when he did, it was only ever a few words at a time. | 
get the sickening feeling he has a lot to tell me now. 


Or worse, he wants to make me guess. 


He sounds excited, way too excited. Like a kid who has a 
present that he’s about to unwrap. 


“I've got your girlfriend, Mickey. I’ve got her right here. Oh! 
We're not in the underground garage across the street, sorry. 
| hope you don’t need my help up there after all... shouldn’t 
think so,” 


| feel my jaw clenching in time with my fist holding the 
phone. I’ve been double-crossed before, but those don’t 
even count. Not anymore. 

“Was it Carter?” is all | can manage. 


“Now. Mickey. | said don’t get mad. But | also meant to say 
listen. For once in your fucking life, you’re going to listen to 


me. Understand!” 
He shouts the last part. “I’m listening.” 


“That’s good Mickey, you remember that!” | can hear Chloe 
whimpering, like she’s gagged again. My reflex is to talk, but 
| know he has the advantage, for now. Now | have to listen. 


You're a dead man Carl. Carter, and Carl. The body count is 
mounting up... 


“| took her right after you left, Mickey. | would give my life to 
see the look on your fuckin’ stupid face right now.” 


| close my eyes, sending Chloe my strength, support and 
promise. 

| promise I’m going to come get you and then I’m going to 
dissect this maggot. 


“She was even in the trunk when | came to get you! How 
else did you think I was three blocks away?” 


| tell myself to just let him talk. Sooner or later, he’ll let 
something slip. Something useful to tell me where he is. To 
tell me where Chloe is. 


“I’ve put up with your crap for years now Mickey, how many 
years is it? You wouldn’t even fucking remember, would 
you? Well | do. It's five! Five long years of ‘Carl do this’ and 
‘Carl do that’. Well I’m sick of it! And now you’re going to 
pay! You’re all going to pay!” 

The sound of a chopper passing low overhead catches my 
attention, making me think of Don Valencia. | muse for a 
moment, how he’d feel about all this, dreading the moment | 
have to explain it all to him. 


Then it occurs to me, there’s the same sound in the earpiece 
of the telephone. Carl is within earshot of the same sound. It 
sounds echoey though, like he’s in an empty space. He’s not 
in a suite or even a proper room. It’s something | 


deliberately choose not to mention. I’m listening, | remind 
myself. But... 


He’s still in the fucking building! 


Carl’s math is correct. It’s been five years. He’s twenty three 
and came to work for me when he was just eighteen. It 
makes him younger, a little faster and more daring. It also 
makes him a lot dumber when it comes to the experience 
stakes. Driving a car sideways is one thing. Planning and 
executing jobs? That’s something that takes years of 
practice to perfect. 


But | know he had help. The whole thing reeks of Hudson 
Carter. 


Unless Chloe really is on this too? What if they're all in on it? 


What? Even Don Valencia? Don’t be fuckin’ stupid Mickey. 
Use your head. 


| hear myself breathing through my nose. | decide to wait. 
Carl seems to be losing some momentum, like the rise he 
expected from me isn’t coming the way he wants, which it 
isn’t. Not anymore. | just need to pinpoint where he is in this 
building, then l'Il take care of it myself. 


“So now | have the last ace, Mickey. You can tell Don 
Valencia and all those other old fucks that it’s time to start 
paying tribute to the new Family” 


| try and picture it in my mind for a moment. But it’s not 
coming. One thing, one person | do know, a lot better than | 
think | know Carl, is Don Valencia. 


He’s the toughest old bastard there is, and he doesn’t roll 
over for some young punk, or for someone like Carter. Not in 
a million years. 

“What do you mean, family?” | finally ask, breaking my 


silence. He gives a haughty laugh before continuing, really 
teaching me a lesson. 


“You mobsters, you all think you have it licked, don’t you? 
It’s Family this and honor that. Well, let me tell you 
something, pal! There’s more than one code of honor in this 
life and Family is what you make it!” 


I’m touched by his speech, but it’s not making sense. | make 
my way out of the suite while he’s on the phone. Finding the 
base receiver out in the hall on a small desk. Wherever the 

other guards are, | don’t see them. It was a clean hit, except 
for the door. Listening to Carl, | doubt he would’ve had the... 


Carter 


He’s on me like a rash, his hands at my throat before | can 
even raise a fist. | drop the phone, quickly understanding 
the rouse of having Carl call up to distract me, so | couldn’t 
hear him coming up to finish me off. 


He’s got an iron grip on my throat and I Know I only have 
seconds of air left. Instead of fighting his hands, | focus the 
Desert Eagle from my ribs and pressing it deeper up into his 
own chest, | start squeezing the trigger. 


“Tsk tsk, Mr. Valentine. Did you really think I’d leave you 
bullets in those guns to shoot me with?” he asks, his face 
calm, but his eyes burning, as | feel the grip tighten an extra 
degree over my jugular, purple spots and white flashes 
suddenly covering my view of his face up close. 


He has strength, but | have leverage, and falling forward 
comes naturally as | start to black out, taking Carter down 
with me. | get enough of a gasp of air to roll away from him, 
and standing up, he’s facing me off with a knife. 


“Why?” Is all | can manage, dipping back from a couple of 
his first strikes, one of which catches my cheek. 


“Why what? Why take on the whole family? Why bite off 
more than | can chew? Why start my own little family?” he 
lunges at me and | manage to catch his arm, snapping it at 


the elbow before throwing him over my shoulder, dropping 
my knee onto his throat. 


He’s gargling red, but still has plenty of fight left in him, 
landing one between my legs, which | have to take. 


Before | know it, his one good arm has me pinned again, 
crushing my own throat again as he puts all his weight into 
me. 


“Why though!” | growl, needing to know, “Why Carl? Why 
Chloe?” He starts pounding my face with his fist, getting in 
two solid strikes and | feel the bridge of my nose shatter, but 
| have the advantage of fighting a one armed man now. His 
broken right is useless and | never pegged Carter for a lefty. 


The iron rich warmth is flushing down my throat, choking me 
as | try and see straight, feeling only air as | swing a few 
more times, before the definite and familiar click of a Glock 
gets my attention. 


“Aright, that’s enough!” he says, annoyed. “My gun works, 
Mr. Valentine. And I don’t think you need me to prove it, 
even with my left hand. On your feet.” 


You think you’re clever, Mr. Valentine. Well! I’ve waited years 
for this moment, years! Waiting so patiently, so calmly. Even 
embroiling myself in your little underworld, so | could one 
day avenge the death of my children’s father ” 


I’m wondering how hard | was hit, with everything suddenly 
not making a lot of sense. He reads my look well enough, 
smiling to himself. 


“Spencer Burns.” Is all he says, letting the name register, 
which it does eventually, but I’m still lost. If | could see any 
better, I'd have another try at taking him out with my hands. 
But | can feel my eyes closing over as my whole face swells 
up like a balloon. 


But fortune smiles on me again, for the second time in a day. 


Divine fucking intervention. 
“Daddy, don’t!” 
It’s Chloe, and as Carter twitches with a split second of 


confusion at the sound of her voice from behind him, it’s all | 
need to put my best right hook between his eyes. 


CHAP TER 20 


Chloe 


It took some doing, but Mickey managed to calm down Don 
Valencia enough to hear the whole story, he even let us be 
untied. Everyone except Dad and Carl. 


As soon as I can be, I’m in Mickey’s arms again, kissing him 
so hard, even though | know it’s hurting his face. | can hear 
my Dad groaning, then Carl muttering something. Finally, 
it’s Don Valencia who clears his throat. 


“Can we please get to the fucking story? Why do you have 
to keep doing that! You’re both lucky you weren’t shot to 
death, now I’m not so sure it wasn’t a good idea...” 


Mickey winces as he pulls back from me, his eyes so happy 
for a change. I’ve never seen him so happy. He excuses 
himself to the Don, before continuing. 

“As you know, Don Valencia, | was the driver of the car, 
many years ago, which was involved in the death of an 
associate of the Family, as well as the disfigurement of my 
own brother, Ricky.” 


The room grows extra quiet. Don Valencia frowns, inhaling 
through his nose. 

“| can say it here, and it’s known to some of us, but not 
everyone. | was originally in the car with Spencer Burns, an 
associate and excellent mentor.” Mickey places his hand on 
his heart, bowing slightly to the Don. 


“Get on with it!” the Don growls impatiently. 
Turning to face my dad and Carl, Mickey continues his story. 


“Spencer and | were in the car, on the way back from a job, 
when another car hit us. A drunk driver who'd run a red 
light. Spencer was killed instantly. It was a tragic loss. | was 
only slightly injured.” 


Carl and Dad look at each other, then to Don Valencia, who 
scowls in acknowledgement of the truth. 


“Once | realized the drunk driver was my own brother, Ricky, 
| pulled him from the wreck, and after putting Spencer in the 
driver’s seat of our car, | put Ricky in the back, making him 
look like a passenger.” 


“Why would you do that?” Carl shouts, becoming emotional. 
“Why would you defile a dead man like that?” 


Mickey pauses, deep in thought. “I only did it to protect 
Ricky. He’d fucked up, done the wrong thing, but there’s no 
way | could let my baby brother go to jail for it, so | switched 
places with him, making me the bad guy instead of Ricky. 
Your dad, I’m assuming that’s who Spencer Burns was Carl? 
He was already dead, and l'm sorry for that, but | didn’t kill 
him.” 

| meet Mickey’s eyes again, they’re searching more than 
ever, then a light seems to go on somewhere, and it saves 
me from having to explain a whole lot | barely understand 
myself. 


“Maybe you'd like to fill in some blanks there, Hudson,” 
Mickey says optimistically. 


Dad puffs out his cheeks, then shrugs. “There’s not a whole 
lot to tell,” he looks over to me and | figure I should let him 
off the hook. 


“It’s alright dad, | know I’m adopted. Carl and | caught up 
while we were... well, while he was looking after me. You can 
tell them.” He smiles, but it wavers, his lower lip starting to 
tremble as he speaks. 


“Spencer Burns was a wealthy client of mine, a close friend 
too. His wife, Bonnie had been diagnosed with cancer and 
they were both expecting their first child. Children. Twins!” 


He turns to face me, a tear running from his eye as he 
continues. Carl tries to put an arm around him, but can only 
lean against him in support. 


“When his wife passed, not long after the twins were born, 
Spencer asked me to help him draw up some legal 
paperwork, should anything happen to him,” he turns to Don 
Valencia, “his line of work being somewhat... dangerous.” 


Don Valencia smiles politely, a little glow of pride in his eyes. 


“| didn’t think it would matter, but when Spencer died, and 
something in me changed. | suddenly felt so protective of 
those two babies | hadn’t even met, and well, | honored my 
promise to Spencer; to take care of his two orphaned kids, as 
if they were my own. In fact! | made them my own, legally 
adopting them, not long after the accident,” Don Valencia 
waves a handkerchief. Signaling silently for daddy to go on. 


“Once | heard that Spencer was killed by a drunk driver, 
from the very family he was working for, | did some digging. 
| found out who he was working for, and well, | decided to 
not only avenge his death, but to get financially even as 
well! You people talk about honor and your code! But what 
about poor Spencer Burns? Huh? Who looked out for his 
family once you murdered him?” 


Mickey holds up his hand, observing how emotional dad is. 
“Nobody murdered Spencer, Hudson. It was an accident. All 
we did... All / did was stop a young man from going to jail. | 
went took his place.” 


Mickey looks at me again, his eyes clear and true. “Until 
today, | had no idea the woman | love is the real daughter of 
the man that was killed that day. It pains me, but it also 
makes me give thanks.” 


There’s a murmur from everyone in the room, the few 
guards, some of the other family heads, but mostly Don 
Valencia’s men, who came directly when nobody answered 
the phone in the suite where me and Mickey were being 
held. They’d found Carl and me on the floor below, which 
was being renovated. There wasn’t enough time to explain 
everything to everyone. 


“Enough!” cries the Don. He looks tired, irritable and sighs 
loudly, muttering something to himself as he decides to stay 
seated instead of standing up. 


“So. Hudson Carter is the adoptive Father of our man Carl 
and our young friend Chloe here. Their rea/ Father, tragically 
killed in the accident involving my own Family’s son, Ricky 
and Mickey Valentin.” He turns his attention to my dad. 


“I can’t change the past, Hudson, but I can see in you a man 
of honor and determined spirit when I look at you. You would 
have had us all killed, or worse! Sold out to the feds, the 
media, anyone who'd listen. And all because you wanted to 
square away a debt to an old friend? Thatto me, is honor. 
It’s the very code that we live by, all of us! | don’t see an 
enemy of the Family before me, | see its latest member ” 


| feel myself breathing a sigh of relief, and a warm glow at 
hearing what the Don just said. 


“But.” the Don continues, interrupting my train of thought, 
which is mostly Mickey without pants, “I can’t overlook the 
fact that you killed two of my men, good men, and were still 
prepared to shakedown the entire Family. | cannot forgive 
this and there can be no absolution after the facts.” 


| watch, feeling my heart sink, as my dad clears his throat, 
standing up perfectly straight, despite still being tied up. 


“| hear you, Don Valencia. And | make no excuse for myself. | 
only ask that you spare the lives of my two children, who, 
although adopted and never raised in the conventional 


sense, are still the two most precious things to me in this 
life. Take mine, Don Valencia, but spare theirs.” He 
concludes, sitting down without looking at anyone. 


| feel my tears start, instantly forgiving him for everything. 
He was only ever trying to do what Mickey’s been doing, 
keep me safe and make me as happy as he can. 


“Are you kidding?” Don Valencia says abruptly, standing up 
and shuffling over to my dad, “You're the best god damned 
tax agent we’ve ever had! It would cost us millions, maybe 
billions to kill you off! There’ll be conditions, but all you’ve 
done is cemented your position with us as far as I’m 
concerned.” 


| feel my own tears of grief turn to tears of joy, as witha 
wave of his hand, the Don has both Carl and Dad untied, 
leaning in close to them both and wagging a finger before 
he says something to each of them in their ear, which no 
one else can hear, but which they both agree to without 
hesitation. 

The whole room’s a flurry of activity, with some of the other 
Don’s outraged, others clapping each other on the back; 
with Mickey making his way back over to me and holding me 
so tight I think l'Il burst as he lifts me into the air over his 
head. 

“| love you Chloe Valentine. And don’t you ever forget it.” 
“Chloe Valentine?” | protest, “But I’m... Ohhhh!” 

“Did she say yes yet?” cries out Don Valencia to Mickey, and 
| hear the word fly from my mouth as he spins me around in 
the air, safe once again in his strong and powerful arms. 


“Yes! Yes! Yes!” 


EPILOGUE 


Mickey 


Don Valencia is a hard man, until his tough exterior is 
cracked. Then he’s the archetypal, all Italian family man. 
Once he decreed that Hudson, Carl and Chloe were as good 
as family, it was set in stone instead of concrete (which, fora 
while there was a very real possibility - for all of us!). 


He could see | was crazy about Chloe, probably from day 
one, but once the proposal reached his ears, it was literally 
out of our hands. 


| never did get what the conditions were for Carl and 
Hudson’s absolution from the Don, but | do know it included 
Hudson paying for the wedding, which would have made 
quite a dent in his own fortune. Plus Carl had to work off the 
damage to the Viper, which was changed into his name for 
registration and insurance anyway. 


Giorgio was originally shattered the wedding catering was 
outsourced to a company that could cope, but both he and 
Nico were allowed to help with the catering. 


The official engagement was the very next day, Valentine’s 
Day, with the wedding date set for a Year from the day; 
Valentine’s Day the following year and also Chloe’s actual 
birthday, which she still holds me to every year. Birthday 
and wedding anniversary present. Every year. 


The first year, our engagement, was one long party. With 
Don Valencia insisting on having an event anytime anyone 
in the Family from out of town or from overseas came within 
a hundred miles. 


Chloe was shy at first, even getting away with ‘pasta and 
Cannoli’ as her excuse, but once her lunch started kicking, 
there was no hiding it; and the rounds of celebrations 
started all over again, with the announcement of a baby girl, 
Valencia soon after we were married. 


Don Valencia refused at first, saying it wasn’t proper, but 
made it official at the Christening, smelling her hair and 
announcing with tears in his eyes his approval of the Family 
line. 


| don’t think a day has gone by since, where | don’t tell 
Chloe | love her and she tells me the same back. And if by 
chance we might forget either Valencia, or now Mike Jr. 
remind one of us, or both, “Have you told mommy you love 
her today, daddy?” 


Chloe’s passed her bar exam and despite all the Family’s 
reservations, she’s become a formidable attorney in her own 
right. Making sure to only take a case which isn’t to the 
detriment to that of the Family that is. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Chloe 


The Hudson-Valentine foundation is the financial arm of the 
Hudson-Valentine center. An institute and welfare 
organization, responsible for the welfare and placement, in 
line with government agencies, for thousands of parentless 
children every year. The international arm, HVEU was 
launched on our tenth wedding anniversary, and Carl was 
inaugurated as its Chair, with Dad, Hudson extending his 
duties as CEO of the global foundation. The institute offers 
free education and coaching for parents of adopted children, 
as well as programs for adopted adults and children. 


“We're all Family” is the organization's motto. 


Don Valencia still manages the domestic Family ‘business’, 
with Mickey’s role being a symbolic one, with his own efforts 
within the organization taking up most of his, and our time. 


Mickey Jr. joined little Valencia in the first few years after we 
married, then | took a break from having kids. We decided to 
adopt after that. Officially we have nine, but with a global 
network of millions of members, children and parents, we 
still claim to have the largest Family in the world. 


And Dad, Hudson. Well. He kinda started the whole thing, in 
a very roundabout kind of way, but tells me on his call 
everyday that he’s proud of me and tries to pass all the 
credit onto Mickey and myself. He oversees the finances for 
the foundation and is still trying to outdo the Don when it 
comes to charitable donations for the benefit of those 
seeking to identify with family. 


There’s a tinge of gray in Mickey’s hair these days, but he’s 
as big and strong as the day | met him. We still work out and 
swim often, but his lovemaking is what keeps him young, he 
tells me. But | know it’s the kids and his tireless work that 
gives him the biggest satisfaction of all. We both feel like it 
was destiny that brought us together that day, and although 
not exactly on Valentine’s Day when we met, it’s still a 
standing joke with Mickey, that every day with him is 
Valentine’s Day, which I guess it is and | still love him for it. 
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